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How  Buffalo  Bill  Beat  the  Dead  Centre  Valley  Band. 


CHAPTER  1. 

Buffalo  Bill  and  Spotted  Tail. 

Under  a  blazing  sun  a  solitary  horse¬ 
man  toiled  along  the  ill-defined,  sandy 
track  that  led  to  Lone  Camp,  a  mining 
settlement  on  the  western  slope  of  the 
Cascade  Mountains. 

Despite  the  fatigue  of  a  long  ride,  he 
sat  the  saddle  firmly.  His  keen,  pene¬ 
trating  glance  wandered  restlessly  over 
the  scene  before  him.  Nothing  escaped 
his  vigilant  eye.  Another  man  would 
have  seen  a  sun-burned,  trackless  waste, 
splashed  here  and  there  with  dark, 
naked  rocks  and  nothing  more.  Not  so 
Buffalo  Bill — for  he  the  rider  was. 

In  the  distance  he  noted  that  one  oL 
the  gaunt,  upstanding  rocks  threw  a 
deeper  shadow  than  the  rest  near  by. 
This  in  itself  was  peculiar,  owing  to  the 
position  of  the  sun.  It  might  have  been 
the  further  abutment  of  a  ledge  of  rock, 
it  might  have  been  that  and  nothing 
more,  but  the  scout  decided  otherwise. 
If  that  little,  narrow  strip  of  shadow 
meant  anything,  it  signified  a  redskin 
in  hiding.  The  trail  had  unmistakably 
been  traversed  by  a  party  of  Pai-Utes 
at  no  very  distant  date. 

Cody  shot  a  penetrating  glance  in  the 
direction  of  the  distant  boulder,  arid  at 
the  same  time  swung  round  his  rifle  so 
that  it  crossed  the  pommel  of  his 
saddle.  He  made  no  attempt  to  change 
his  horse’s  head,  and,  as  far  as  all  out¬ 
ward  appearance  went,  the  incident 
seemed  to  have  passed  completely  from 
his  mind. 

Nevertheless,  when  he  had  got 
beyond  the  range  of  the  boulder,  he  sud¬ 
denly  wheeled  his  animal  round  and 
went  quietly  up  to  the  parched  rock.' 
So  noiseless  were  his  movements  that 
he  was  able  to  reach  the  boulder  with¬ 
out  disturbing  the  redskin  upon  the 
other  side.  Standing  up  in  the  saddle. 


he  glanced  over  the  head  of  the  rock 
and  saw  one  of  the  Pai-Utes  lying  in  a 
drunken  stupor  across  the  burning 
sand.  A  couple  of  empty  whisky-bottles 
close  at  hand  told  their  own  ta^e. 

Buffalo  Bill  moved  round  the  boulder 
and  addressed  the  redskin  sharply. 

The  latter  .gave  a  start  of  surprise. 
By  a  desperate  effort  he  managed  to  sit 
up,  and  with  heavy  eyes  gazed  in  be¬ 
wilderment  at  the  scout. 

‘‘How  came  the  Indian  warrior  to  get 
the  paleface  fire-water?”  Cody  de¬ 
manded  in  a  stern  voice. 

The  question  was  evidently  under¬ 
stood,  for,  ^  the  accompaniment  of  a 
sardonio  grin,  the  intoxicated  Indian 
jerked  his  thumb  in  the  direction  of 
Lone  Camp. 


I  he  paleface  fly  like  the  wind  at 
the  coming  of  the  Pai-Utes,”  he 
chuckled.  “Spotted  Tail,  the  great* 
chief,  want  to  pow-wow;  the  paleface 
they  no  pow-wow.  Indian  very  good, 
paleface  very  bad.” 

He  tried  to  finish  with  a  war-whoop, 
but  the  attempt  was  a  miserable 
failure.  A  queer,  half-inarticulate  cry 
burst  hoarsely  from  his  throat,  and 
with  a  lurch  to  the  right  he  rolled  face 
forward  into  the  sand. 

A  rifle  was  stacked  against  the  boul¬ 
der,  and  Buffalo  Bill  examined  it. 

Why,  he  exclaimed,  ‘^I  could  swear 
that  weapon  belonged  to  Grizzly  Pete! 
Something  very  serious  must  have  hap^ 
pened  over  yonder.  It’s  about  time  I 
hurried  forward.”  Then  in  a  louder 
key  he  added:  “Say,  you  red  dog,  no 
more  fooling.  Get  up,  d’ye  hear^” 

The  rodslan  either  did  "^aot  hear,  or 
ne  did  not  choose  to  understand,  for  he 
remained  grovelling  in  the  sand  The 
scout  bent  down  and  struck  him  a  slua'p 
blow  with  the  butt-end  of  his  rifle  Ube 
effect  was  startling.  With  a  howl  of 
pain,  and  doubtless  a  good  deal  sober^ 
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by  tlie  shock,  the  drunken  .  Indian 
bounded  half  up  then  fell  down  again. 

There  was  something  in  the  move¬ 
ment  which  caused  Cody  to  look  more 
closely  at  the  man.  Then  he  saw  that 
the  miserable  wretch  was  disabled.  His 
right  leg  was  broken.  He  appeared  to 
^Buffalo  Bill  to  have  met  with  this  mis¬ 
hap  in  the  height  of  his  stupor,  brought 
•about  by  the  consumption  of  bad  spirit. 

Now  that  the  effect  of  his  carouse 
was  wearing  off,  the  redskin  became 
conscious  of  the  gnawing  pain  in  his 
nether  limb.  He  glanced  piteously  at 
the  scout,  who  had  dismounted  and  was 
bending  over  him. 

'‘Who  brought  the  Indian  warrior 
here?”  demanded  Buffalo  Bill. 

A  sudden  swift  gleam  of  intelligence 
shot  from  the  redskin’s  eyes ;  but  he 
tightened  his  lips  and  made  no  reply. 
Finding  it  impossible  to  elicit  any  re¬ 
sponse,  the  scout  humanely  busied  him¬ 
self  in  setting  the  broken  bone.  This 
done,  he  proceeded  to  take  stock  of  his 
surroundings. 

Not  far  off  he  noted  signs  which 
clearly  showed  that  the  injured  man 
had  not  come  to  the  spot  alone.  It 
looked  as  if  a  considerable  party  had 
,been  there  recently.  Beyond  that  fact, 
however,  he  could  ascertain  nothing, 
for  the  loose  sand  but  ill  retained  im¬ 
pressions. 

Puzzled,  but  not  baffled,  Cody  crossed 
over  to  the  Pai-XJte  Indian.  The  latter 
was  moaning  piteously  for  water,  but 
water  was  not  to  be  had  in  that  dread¬ 
ful  wilderness  of  sand.  A  little  brandy 
the  scout  did  possess  in  his  flask,  but 
.he  knew  that  it  would  increase  rather 
than  lessen  the  redskin’s  misery. 

He  glanced  from  the  helpless  creature 
to  his  horse.  Could  the  brute  labour 
or  under  a  double  load?  he  wondered. 
He  felt  that  it  would  be  impossible  to 
leave  the  redskin  to  perish  there  in  the 
fierce  sun,  though  clearly  such  had  been 
the  design  of  the  Indian’s  party. 

■  Picking  him  up  in  his  strong,  mus¬ 
cular  arms,  the  scout  managed  to  place 
the  poor  wretch,  despite  the  latter  s 
feeble  struggles,  in  front  of  the  saddle, 
into  which  he  himself  quickly 
scrambled;  then,  wheeling  the  horse 
about,  he  cantered  off  in  the  direction 
of  Lone  Camp. 


The  animal  made  good  progress,  and 
ere  another  hour  had  spent  its  course 
the  scout,  with  his  now  delirious  bur¬ 
den,  galloped  past  the  head  of  Water 
Gully  into  the  lonely  miners’  settlement 
in  the  Cascade  Mountains. 

The  camp  consisted  of  the  usual 
rough  shanties  standing  on  opposite 
sides  of  a  shallow  stream  which  mean¬ 
dered  slowly  through  the  gully.  That 
was  its  ordinary  aspect.  But  a  very 
different  one  presented  itself  to  Buffalo 
Bill  now.  Spotted  Tail  and  his 
swarthy,  hawk-faced  followers  had 
spread  the  circles  of  their  many  smoke- 
tanned  tepees  near  the  shanties  on  both 
sides  of  the  stream. 

A  dozen  or  more  fires  were  burning, 
sending  up  more  or  less  heavy  wreaths 
of  smoke  into  the  hot,  stagnant  air, 
and  over  each  fire  hung  a  steaming 
cauldron,  each  under  the  charge  of  two 
or  three  hideous-looking  squaws.  ^  A 
number  of  young  bucks  were  galloping 
up  and  down  the  camp  on  their  mus¬ 
tangs,  firing  off  their  guns  and  uttering 
wild  whoops  of  defiance,  when  Cody 
rode  into  sight. 

His  coming  silenced  them.  The  sud¬ 
den  pause  in  the  wild  pandemonium 
that  had  been  reigning^  up  to  that 
moment  excited  the  curiosity  of  the 
Indian  chief  and  the  older  braves,  who 
had  been  drinking  heavily  inside  the 
several  shanties 'of  the  camp.  They 
came  reeling  into  the  broad  daylight, 
but  catching  sight  of  Buffalo  Bill  they 
were  instantly  sobered. 

Until  the  latter  actually  issued  from 
the  gully  not  a  sound  of  the  pande¬ 
monium  had  reached  him.  The  pre¬ 
sence  of  the  Indians  did  not  surprise 
him,  but  their  numbers  and  equipment 
were  distinctly  ominous.  Retreat  being 
out  of  the  question,  he  rode  boldly  for¬ 
ward,  still  supporting  the  delirious 
Indian  in  front  of  the  saddle. 

Spotted  Tail,  a  tall,  hawk-faced  Pai- 
Ute,  stepped  out  from  amongst  his 
braves,  and  flourishing  an  old  musket 
strode  along  to  meet  the  daring  scout. 

'  Buffalo  Bill  knew  the  Indian  chief  to 
be  cruel,  crafty,  and  cunning,  and  it 
was  clear  that,  if  he  hoped  for  any 
^success,  he  must  take  the  initiative  in 
dealing  with  the  redskin. 

“Halt!”  he  cried  sternly,  bringing 
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ills  own  rifle  round  and  instantly  cover¬ 
ing  the  Indian. 

An  angry  murmur  burst  from  the  sur¬ 
rounding  redskins,  who  saw  their  chief¬ 
tain  obey  the  paleface’s  stern  injunc¬ 
tion.  One  young  buck,  bolder  and  more 
impatient  than  the  lest,  sent  his  pony 
flying  from  the  rahks  and  rode  full  tilt 
at  thei  scout,  firing  a  couple  of  shots  as 
he  dashed  along. 

Tlie  strange  hush  was  broken  by  a 
scream  of  mortal  agony,  and  the  de¬ 
lirious  Indian,  whom  Buffalo  Bill  had 
succoured,  dropped  from  his  perch  on 
the  saddle,  shot  through  the  heart. 
The  second  shot  glanced  along  the 
barrel  of  the  scout’s  rifle  and  inflicted 
a  slight  wound  on  a  squaw  standing 
close  by. 

Quick  as  lightning  Buffalo  Bill 
whipped  from  his  belt  one  of  his  six- 
shooters,  and,  still  covering  Spotted 
Tail  with  his  rifle,  fired  the  revolver 
point-blank  at  his  murderous  assailant. 

The 'buck  uttered  a  ghastly  yell,  and, 
flinging  up  his  arms,  lurched  over  the 
neck  of  his  mustang — dead. 

Pale,  but  alert,  Buffalo  Bill  regarded 
his  dusky  foes  with  a  grim  smile. 

“Spotted  Tail,  move  your  men  off!” 
he  cried,  still  keeping  the  chief  covered 
with  the  rifle. 

But  Spotted  Tail  seemed  inclined  to 
demur. 

“Move  them  behind  the  camp  at 
once  1”  repeated  Buffalo  Bill,  in  a  tone 
that  would  brook  no  protest. 

The  chief  muttered  a  few  words  to  a 
couple  of  his  braves  close  at  hand,  and 
the  latter,  turning  to  the  assembled 
bucks,  bade  them  retreat  to  the  back 
of  the  camp  and  remain  there  till  they 
were  wanted. 

Spotted  Tail  maintained  a  stolid  de¬ 
mean  our, ^  hoping,  though  in  vain,  thus 
to  hide  his  inward  qualms.  Buffalo  Bill 
understood  perfectly  well  what  was 
passing  in  the  crafty  Indian’s  mind.  He 
was  trying  to  figure  out  the  extent  of 
the  scout’s  support,  for  it  never  oc¬ 
curred  to  him  that  Cody  was  alone. 

“This  won’t  do,  Spotted  Tail,”  he 
said  sternly.  “Where  are  the  paleface 
miners?” 

The  chief  shook  his  head. 

“Thirty  United  States  citizens — they 
are  missing.  That’s  an  ngiy  matter 
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which  my  redskin  brother  must  answer 
for,”  Buffalo  Bill  continued. 

“The  palefaces  go  away  and  leave 
their  camp  empty,”  returned  the  chief. 

“And  Spotted  Tail  came  in,  drank 
their  fire-water,  and  stole  their  gold,” 
grimly  observed  the  scout. 

The  redskin  gave  an  uncomfortable 
start,  proving  the  remark  was  not  far 
short  of  the  truth. 

“  Let  Spotted  Tail  take  down  his 
tepees  at  once  and  leave  Lone  Camp 
with  his  braves,  and  the  paleface  will 
•  let  him  go  in  peace,”  said  the  scout. 

“Spotted  Tail  does  not  move,”  de¬ 
clared  the  Indian  stoutly. 

“Spotted  Tail  must  clear  out  in  half 
an  hour,”  retorted  Buffalo  Bill. 

The  Indian  glanced  at  him  with  a 
look  of  half  surprise,  half  fear.  He 
was  startled  at  Cody’s  boldness,  yet 
puzzled  at  the  absence  of  any  following. 
Never  for  a  moment  did  the  scout  re¬ 
move  his  rifle,  but  kept  the  wily  chief¬ 
tain  covered. 

“Does  Spotted  Tail  agree,  or  does  he 
defy  his  paleface  brother  he  asked. 

One  more  moment  of  hesitation  and 
the  chief  bowed  his  head  in  token  of 
surrender. 

“It  is  well.  Let  the  chief  of  the  Pai- 
Utes  take  the  mountain  trail,”  said 
Buffalo  Bill. 

CHAPTER  2. 

Gruesome  Discoveries^ 

Without  more  ado  the  red  men  were 
ordered  by  Spotted  Tail  to  pull  down 
their  tepees,  and  in  half  an  hour  the 
whole  band  had  wheeled  out  of  sight 
along  the  distant  trail.  They  fully  be¬ 
lieved  that  Buffalo  Bill  had  come  in 
advance  of  a  strong  force  of  United 
States  cavalry. 

The  Indians’  camp-fires  were  still 
smouldering  when  Cody  made  a  hurried 
but  careful  survey  of  the  place. 

The  afternoon  sun  looked  placidly 
down  upon  a  scene  of  strange  and  un¬ 
canny  desolation.  There  were  abso¬ 
lutely  no  signs  of  violence  either  inside 
or  outside  the  shanties.  There  w’as  no 
clue  to  the  ^startling  disappearance  of 
the  tnirty  miners  who  haci  toiled  there 
for  eighteen  months  past. 

Of  gold  in  the  form  of  dust  ;and  nug- 
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gets  there  was  none.  The  usual  mining 
tools  had  disappeared,  yet  provisions 
were  plentiful.  The  drinking-saloon' 
appeared  to  be  the  only  shanty  that  had 
been  raided  by  the  Pai-Utes. 

Buffalo  Bill  hitched  his  horse  up  at 
the  back  of  the  drinking  saloon,  and, 
having, attended  to  his  own  and  the 
animal’s  wants,  he  strode  over  and  be¬ 
gan  ito  ex^amine  the  miners’  claims. 
The  pay  gravel  seemed  very  unevenly 
distributed,  some  of  the  mines  being 
merely  surface  excavations,  while 
others  consisted  of  timbered  shafts  with 
.ramifications,  judging  by  the  large 
’quantity  of  gravel  which  had  been 
brought  to  the  surface.  One  of  the 
latter  in  particular  arrested  Cody’s  at¬ 
tention,  and  he  passed  near  the  time- 
stained  windlass  and  peered  down  the 
dark  shaft. 

It  was  probably  a  mine  of  a  far  earlier 
date  than  any  of  the  others,  for  the  tim¬ 
bers  were  old  and  rotting.  Besides,  it 
would  appear  by  the  output  to  have 
been  wo:^ed  *  on  separate  occasions. 
Buffalo  Bill  gathered  these  facts  at  a 
glance.  He  was  hardly  prepared  for 
the  sharp,  despairing  call  which  sud¬ 
denly  greeted  nis  ears  and  came  from 
the  bottom  of  the  shaft. 

A  little  tremor  of  excitement  went 
through  him  as  he  bent  over  and  hailed 
hack. 

“Haul  up  at  once,  you  fool!  Haul 
;Up!”  came  the  voice  from  below. 

Buffalo  Bill  made  no  reply,  but  in¬ 
stantly  seized  the  handle  of  the  wind¬ 
lass,  and  bringing  it  over  began  to  haul 
up  the  rope  which  had  been  let  down 
the  centre  of  the  shaft. 

It  was  very  hard  work.  The  shaft 
was  probably  thirty' to  forty  feet  deep, 
and  as  the  rope  began  to  pay  in  he 
noted  a  feature  which  had  hitherto 
escaped  him.  There  appeared  to  be  a 
igood-sized  aperture  to  the  mines  fur- 
Ither  down  a  steep  slope  to  the  right. 
'He  took  merely  a  passing  note  of  the 
circumstance  at  the  time,  for  his  whole 
thoughts  were  centred  on  the  man 
(Whom  he  was  hauling  to  the  surface. 

Buffalo  Bill  continued  to  bring  round 
the  creaking  wheel  and  slowly  draw  the 
line  up.  At  last  he  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  bucket.  It  was  empty.  The  man 
must  have  secured  himself  beneath  it. 


Wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  brow 
and  pausing  momentarily  to  make  a 
final  effort  to  bring  the  windlass  round, 
the  scout  threw  all  his  strength  into 
the  task,  and  a  few  more  turns  of  the 
wheel  brought  the  ’bucket  jarring 
against  the  windlass.  In  a  moment  he 
bolted  the  crank,  and  turned,  full  of 
curiosity,  to  behold  the  newcomer. 

But  a  gasp  of  horror  issued  from  his 
lips,  for  his  glance  fell — not  on  a  living 
soul,  but  upon  the  livid,  drawn,  and 
distorted  face  of  a  corpse  1 

It  looked  like  a  case  of  suicide — as  if 
the  miner  had  deliberately  hooked  the 
bucket  further  up  the  rope,  and  form¬ 
ing  a  noose  at  the  end  had  slipped  this 
round  his  neck,  with  the  result  that 
he  had  been  hanged  in  his  slow  pro¬ 
gress  to  the  surface. 

Buffalo  Bill  recovered  himself  with  an 
ejffort. 

Springing  to  the  edge  of  the  shaft, 
he  dragged  the  body  up,  and  then  with 
a  few  quick  strokes  of  his  knife  severed 
the  noose  about  the  unfortunate 
wretch’s  neck.  His  experience  told  him 
that  the  man  was  stone  dead.  Never¬ 
theless,  on  the  bare  possibility  that  a 
vital  spark  remained,  he  did  all  that 
mortal  agency  could  do  in  an  attempt 
to  restore  him ;  but  the  effort  was 
futile. 

Buffalo  Bill  searched  the  body  in 
vain  for  some  means  of  identification, 
then  turned  his  attention  to  the  mine- 
shaft. 

Knotting  the  bucket  securely  to  the 
end  of  the  rope,  he  placed  one  foot 
inside,  then  released  the  winch  and 
lowered  himself  down. 

The  bottom  of  the  shaft  was  shrouded 
in  darkness. 

Groping  round,  Buffalo  Bill  soon 
found  that  his  surmise  was  correct. 
The  mine  consisted  of  ramifications 
extending  evidently  a  considerable  dis¬ 
tance  underground.  Not  a  single  ray  of 
daylight  penetrated  the  gloomy  depths, 
and  for  several  yards  he  groped  along 
in  pitch  darkness,  till,  coming  suddenly 
upon  a  corner,  his  eyes  were  gladdened 
by  the  struggling  rays  of  an  oil-lamp 
resting  upon  a  ledge  of  the  timbered 
■wall.  He  went  forward  hurriedly  and 
drew  it  down. 

The  scout  was  standing  in  the  middle 
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of  a  box-like-  tunnel,  timbered  above 
and  on  both  sides.  The  floor  was 
uneven ;  in  some  parts  bedrock  had  been 
reached,  in  others  only  a  portion  of 
pay-dirt  had  been  remo-ved.  Dull, 
yellow  particles,  mixed  with  sand  and 
clay,  met  his  curious  gaze.  He  knew 
those  particles  were  gold. 

A  little  further  on  were  heaped  some 
copper  washing-pans,  a  couple  of  picks, 
and  a  shovel.  They  had  apparently 
been  thrown  together  in  a  hurry,  but 
whether  upon  an  occasion  of  alarm,  or 
on  the  completion  of  the  day’s  tj::sk, 
Oody  was  unable  to  decide. 

Another  circumstance  tended  to  make 
him  anxious  to  explore  the  further 
limits  of  the  mine.  Tlie  lamp  was 
flickering,  showing  signs  of  going  out, 
and  it  would  be  awkward  to  be  left  in 
those  dim,  dark  recesses,  with  but  a 
faint  knowledge  of  the  locality. 

Striding  forward,  he  came  to  a  turn 
w'here  two  tunnels  paired  off  at  right 
angles.  Both  were  smaller  than  the 
present  one,  and  he  moved  to  the 
mouth  of  each  in  turn  and  peered  in. 
Neither  was  fully  timbered,  merely  the 
upright  and  the  plank  ceiling  having 
been  placed  in  position.  But  in  one, 
the  fresher  of  the  two,  something  caught 
ll  1 S  e  which  made  him  draw  back  with 
j  a  quick  shudder. 

Recovering  himself  immediately,  the 
scout  advanced  with  the  light  out¬ 
stretched,  so  that  its  feeble  rays  threw 
a  sickly-yellow  glamour  over  the  path 
before  him. 

The  bod}^  of  a  man  was  lying  face- 
downward  upon  the  freshly-turned 
earth ! 

There  was  something  in  the  attitude 
of  the  silent  figure  which  caused  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  to  draw  his  breath  with  a 
catch.  Chance  had  led  him  across  a 
second  grim  tragedy,  for  the  man  was 
dead — he  had  been  stabbed  to  the  heart 
through  the  back. 

Putting  the  lamp  down,  the  scout 
turned  the  body  over,  and  as  he  did  so 
the  flickering  light  caught  the  glint  and 
shimmer  of  gold.  The  murdered  man 
had  been  lying  upon  a  beautiful  oval¬ 
shaped  nugget  of  the  precious  metal, 
which  he  must  have  just  unearthed 
when  the  deadly  aim  of  the  assassin 
struck  him  down.  He  had  fallen 


directly  over  his  wonderful  find,  which 
had,  by  the  grim  irony  of  fate,  escap^cd 
the  greedy  eyes  of  the  marauder. 

A  pick  and  shovel  were  lying  close 
at  hand,  while  the  soft  ground  disclosed 
unmistakable  signs  of  another’s  pre¬ 
sence. 

Cody  snatched  up  the  light  and 
examined  them  thoroughly.-  They  were 
the  imprints  of  moccasins,  and  their 
wearer  could  have  been  no  other  than 
the  unfortunate  miner’s  assailant. 

Tlie  scout’s  thoughts  suddenly  re¬ 
verted  to  the  suicide  lying  outside  the 
shaft.  He  had  not  given  much  thought 
to  that  pecularity  in  his  dress  before, 
but  now  the  past  vividly  recalled  ikself 
— the  man’s  feet  were  clad  in  moccasins. 

As  the  probable  meaning  of  this  coin¬ 
cidence  flashed  upon  Cody  his  eyes 
riveted  themselves  on  the  dead  man’s 
face.  He  gave  a  start.  Those  features 
— where  -  had  he  seen  them  before  ? 

In  a  moment  the  resemblance  was 
linked  to  the  man  lying  above  outside 
the  shaft.  The  faces  of  the  two  w^ere 
almost  .identical.  . 

A  murmur  of  surprise  and  dismay 
broke  from  Buffalo  Bill  as  he  made  this 
discovery.-  That  some  grim,  terrible 
mystery  was  centred  on  these  tw^o  ill- 
fated  men  he  instinctively  guessed. 

With  a  shudder  he  picked  up  the 
lamp  and,  carefully  guarding  the  now^ 
fast-expiring  flame,  hurried  back  into 
the  main  channel. 

Before  Cody  had  gained  the  bottom 
of  the  shaft  his  lamp  w’ent  out.  He 
groped  in  the  darkness  for  the  line 
attached  to  the  bucket.  To  his  amaze¬ 
ment  he  found  it  had  been  removed. 
Suddenly  an  ominous  sound  grated  upon 
his  ears.  The  bucket  had  been  drawn  up 
and  was  now  descending  1  Ere  he  could 
dart  away  he  received  a  blow  on  the 
head  which  sent  him  reeling  against  the 
side  of  the  shaft.  A  moment  later  he 
lurched  forward  insensible. 

CHAPTER  3. 

The  Terrors  of  a  Night 

The  stillness  of  death  reigned  in  the 

mine  w^here  Buffalo  Bill  lav  in  a  hazv 
stupor. 

Presently  a  shudder  rippled  over  his 
body,  tlien  a  faint  sigh  escaped  his  lips 
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and  after  a  long  and  pamful  pause  the 
scout  slowly  opened  his  eyes. 

He  was  at  first  too  dazed  to  trouble 
much  concerning  his  surroundings.  His 
head  throbbed  painfully,  and  his  limbs 
were  stiff  and  cold..  With  difficulty  he 
dragged  himself  up  and  leaned  against 
the  timbered  side  of  the  shaft; 

It  was  then  that  Cody  became 
aware  that  the  night  had  closed  in,  and 
all  the  attendant  circumstances  flashed 
across  his  brain  in  a  moment  of  time. 
He  took  a  pull  at  his  brandy-flask,  and 
proceeded  to  shake  some  warmth  into 
his, stiff  frame.  In  doing  so  his  feet 
struck  the  windlass  bucket,  and  a  hol¬ 
low,  metallic  ring  echoed  through  the 
mine.  The  sound  made  him  start. 
Surely  his  imagination  was  not  playing 
tricks  with  him,  for  he  could  have 
'sworn  the  echo' was  accompanied  by  a 
mocking  laugh. 

A  trifle  unnerved,  he  glanced  over¬ 
head*  Nothing  there  was  visible  save 
the  stars.  The  echo  had  died  away, 
and  again  all  was  silent,  but  there  was 
something  unreal  in  the  stillness— some¬ 
thing  instinct  with  danger. 

Cody  produced  some  matches  from  his 
pocket,  and,  striking  one,  stooped  to 
examine  the  bucket  and  the'  attached 
rope. 

A  slight  exclamation  of  surprise  burst 
from  him  as  he  saw  that  the  rope  had 
been  cut  and  drawn  -away  from  the 
bucket.  It  had  been  cleanly  severed  by 
a  knife  or  some  sharp  instrument. 

^^That  isn’t  the  work  of  a  dead  man’s 
'hand,”  he  muttered.  ‘‘I’m  matched 
against  a  crafty  foe  this  time.  It’s 
clear  there’s  no  room  for  both  of  us  in 
,Lone  Camp.  He  thinks  I’m  settled. 
I’ll  prove  to  him  the  contrary,  so  here 
igoes!” 

Without  more  ado  he  seized  a  loose 
crossbeam  placed  against  the  timbered 
w^all  of  the  shaft,  and  made  an  attempt 
^to  clamber  up,  but  the  support  proved 
unequal  to  the  sudden  strain  upon  it, 
and  with  a  clatter  it  collapsed,  bringing 
down  a  quantity  of  planking. 

Buffalo  Bill  saved  himself  a  nasty  fall 
by  leaping  back  when  he  felt  the  rotten 
fabric  give.  One  side  of  the  shaft  had 
caved  in  and  lay  in  a  heap  at  his  feet. 
The  timber  seemed  strongly  saturated 
with  resin  as  well  as  with  some  oily 


substance  which  gave  off  a  pungent 
smell.  He  applied  a  match  to  a  piece 
lying  separate  from  the  rest.  It  ignited 
instantly,  sending  up  a  dazzling  yellow 
flame. 

Snatching  up  the  burning  ember,  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  plunged  into  the  dark  tunnel, 
intent  on  exploring  the  mine  thor¬ 
oughly.  He  examined  the  ground  care¬ 
fully  as  he  went  along,  but  save  for  his 
previous  tracks  there  was  nothing  to 
excite  suspicion  till  he  reached  the  spot 
where  the  copper  washing-pans  had  been 
throwm  together. 

What  he  now  saw  brought  him  sud¬ 
denly  to  a  halt.  The  pans  were  there, 
but  they  had  evidently  been  moved 
since  he  last  inspected  them.  In  addi¬ 
tion  was  a  box  containing,  besides  some 
miners’  candles,  a  number  of  dynamite 
cartridges.  The  lid  was  up,  and  he 
recognised  the  dangerous  contents  in 
a  moment. 

Taking  care  to  keep  the  sputtering 
torch  from  the  deadly  explosive,  he  went 
down  on  hands  and  knees  and  scruti¬ 
nised  the  ground  in  the  vicinity.  It  was 
here  that  bedrock  had  been  reached, 
consequently  footprints  were  difficult 
to  distinguish,  and  search  as  he  might 
he  failed  to  detect  the  faintest  resem¬ 
blance  to  one.  Yet  without  human 
agency  how  could  the  explosive  have 
come  there? 

If  the  mystery  deepened  at  every 
turn,  its  developments  incited  Buffalo 
Bill  to  penetrate  it  to  the  very  bottom. 
He  crawled  away,  holding  the  torch 
high  above  his  head,  and,  wdth  his  eyes 
fixed  on.  the  ground,  approached  the 
tunnel  where  he  had  found  the  slain 
miner  lying  across  the  big  nugget  of 
gold: 

His  pulse  rose  a  trifle  •  as  he  ap¬ 
proached  the  spot,  and  though  to  some 
extent  he  was  prepared  for  •  fresh 
developments,  yet  he  was  certainly 
taken  aback  to  find  both  the  body  and 
the  nugget  gone,  although  the  ill-fated 
miner’s  pick  and  spade  still  remained. 

Without  a  moment’s  hesitation  the 
scout  set  to  w’ork  to  find  footprints. 
He  thrust  the  end  of  the  torch  into  the 
soft  wall  of  the  tunnel,  and  with  satis¬ 
faction  perceived  that  the  flame  cast  a 
broad  patch  of  light  over  the  floor. 
Without  removing  the  miner’s  tools  he 
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examined  them  minutely,  and  found 
that  a  quantity  of  light,  sandy  mould 
had  been  scattered  over  the  spot  from 
the  side  which  he  occupied.  This  was 
evident  by  the  greater  collection  of 
sand-particles  against  the  tools  on.  that 
side. 

So  far,  so  good.  Next,  he  lightly 
brushed  away  the  superficial  layer  of 
sand  from  a  portion  of  the  ground,  and 
without  much  difficulty  fastened  on  the 
marauder’s  tracks ;  but  here  again  he 
encountered  a  surprise.  The  imprints 
had  been  made  by  naked  feet. 

In  size  they  approached  nearly  to  an 
Indian’s  footmark ;  but  no  redskin 
would  venture  into  that  or  any  other 
mine  stripped  of  his  moccasins.  Buffalo 
Bill  was  too  well  acquainted  with  Indian 
habits  to  be  snared  in  this  fashion,  and 
the  incident  strengthened  his  suspicion 
that  at  the  bottom  of  the  whole  mystery 
he  would  find  some  renegade  white  or 
^Wild  West  desperado. 

A  further  examination  ofvthe  ground 
showed  him  that  the  marauder  had  car¬ 
ried  the  body  into  the  main  channel,  but 
here  the  trail  ended.  By  this  time, 
too,  the  torch  had  burned  low,  and 
Cody  decided  that  nothing  could  be 
gained  by  remaining.  He  would  return 
to  the  shaft  and  arrange  some  plan  for 
quitting  the  accursed  place. 

He  had  evidently  been  trapped,  and 
though  so  much  was  plain  he  was 
puzzled  to  account  for  the  extraordin¬ 
ary  lapse  on  his  enemy’s  part  in  per¬ 
mitting  him  to  return  to  consciousness 
in  view  of  the  recent  opportunity  of 
putting  him  out  of  the  way  so  easily. 

'  Suddenly  the  scout’s  medications  were 
disturbed  by  a  distant  sound,  whose 
terrible  significance  he  knew  only  too 
well.  With  blanched  cheeks  he  dashed 
forward.  Rounding  a  bend  in  the  chan¬ 
nel  he  saw  in  the  distance  the  partly- 
demolished  shaft  in  a  blaze  of  light. 
The  dry  timber  had  been  fired,  and  was 
blazing  fiercely  I  •  • 

Angry  to  think  that  he  he^had  been 
so  clearly  outwitted  by  his  unknown 
foe,  Buffalo  Bill  darted  up  to  the  edge 
of  the  conflagration,  and  a  glance 
showed  him  that  all  hope  of  making  his 
exit  by  way  of  the  shaft  was  gone.  The 
upright  planks  had  ignited,  and  were 
sending  forth  clouds  of  dense  smoke 


and  a  volume  of  flame  which  spread  fan¬ 
like  across  the  roof  of  the  main  channel. 
Each  moment  increased  the  appalling 
roar  of  the  conflagration. 

A  blazing  cross-piece  crashed  down, 
and  amid  a  shower  of  sparks  the  face 
of  the  shaft  seemed  to  crumble  into 
matchwood.  In  a  momemt  the  fire  had 
communicated  itself  to  the  inflammable 
t  i  m  be  r-shor  in  g . 

One  thought  was  uppermost  in  the 
scout’s  mind — the  dynamite  I  If  the 
fire  should  reach  that.  Heaven  help 
him ! 

Buffalo  Bill  threw  an  anxious  glance 
along  the  channel.  The  flames  had 
flashed  past  the  distant  bend,  and  he 
knew  not  how  near  they  might  be  to 
the  dynamite.  The  thought  made  him 
desperate,  and  he  dashed  forward  in 
the  slender  hope  of  circumventing  the 
flames. 

As  he  proceeded  he  saw  that  his  worst 
fears  were  likely  to  be  realised,  for  the 
fire  had  spread  to  the  extremity  of  the 
channel,  which,  moreover,  was  partly 
filled  with  dense  volumes  of  smoke.  The 
box  containing  the  candles  and  the 
dynamite  was  plainly  visible  in  the  flash 
of  the  fire. 

,  At  the  risk  of  prematurely  exploding 
its  contents,  Buffalo  Bill  kicked  it 
sv/iftly  out  of  the  immediate  course  of 
the  flames.  He  had  not  time  to  do 
more. 

Speeding  on  then,  he  darted  into  the 
tunnel  where  he  had  first  discovered  the 
dead  miner.  Suddenly  a  terrible  report 
filled  the  air;  the  ground  shook  as 
though  in  an  earthquake.  Next  instant, 
a  dull,  heavy  thud  sounded  close  behind. 
It  smothered  every  other  sound;  the 
gleam  of  fire  failed ;  all  was  black — ’ 
horribly  black  and  still. 

A  cry  of  despair  burst  from  Buffalo 
Bill,  for  the  awful  truth  flashed  upon 
him.  He  was  entombed  alive  in  the 
partly-excavated  tunnel ! 

Worn  with  fatigue,  appalled  by  the 
catastrophe,  and  wholly  unnerved,  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  sat  down  with  a  shudder  and 
buried  his  face  in -his  hands.  He  tried 
to  think  with  his  wonted  calm. 

The  smoke-laden  air  seem^  charged 
with  rank  poison.  Gradually  the  truth 
forced  itself  upon  him— -he  was  slowly 
suffocating.  . 


r 


/C> 

\ 

THE  LONE  CAMP  MYSTERY 


As  the  imminence  of  death  faced  him, 
Cody’s  numbed  faculties  flashed  into 
activity,'  inspired  with  fresh  hope.  The 
tunnel  ihad  but  partially  collapsed ; 
some  physical  cause  had  prevented  the 
whole  from  falling  in.  While  there  was 
life  there  was  hope.  He  would  examine 
his  subterranean  prison. 

He  thrust  about  in  his  pockets  for 
the  remaining  matches,  but  he  found  to 
his  dismay  that  he  had  lost  them. 
There  w^as  nothing  for  it  but  to  move 
along  in  the  pitchy  darkness. 

Without  an  instant’s  delay  Buffalo 
Bill  put  his.plan  into  action.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  the  exertion  severely  taxed  his 
failing  energies,  and  with  difficulty  he 
crawled  over  the  uneven  ground. 

Here  and  there  the  narrow  passage 
was  almost  blocked  by  the  fall  of  tons 
of  soft  earth. 

Weak  as  he  was,  he  struggled  hard  to 
'force  his  body  through  the  narrow  aper¬ 
tures,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  reaching 
what  seemed  to  be  a  wide,  rooky  hollow 
jin  the  ground.  The  air  here,  though 
) smokeladen,  was  much  purer,  and  the 
klesj>erat0  prisoner  drank  it  in  greedily. 
[His  flagging  energies  revived  after  a 
few  minutes’  rest,  and  with  fresh  hope 
he  pushed  on  through  another  tunnel 
that  led  from  the  hollow. 

Cody  at  length  reached  the  extremity 
of  this  tunnel,  but,  unless  some  outlet 
'existed,  he  was  little  better  off  than 
before.  Already  the  air  was  getting 
exhausted,  and  soon  he  must  experience 
the  same  terrible  difficulty  to  breathe.  ' 

All  at  once  a  tremor  of  excitement 
passed  through  him.  He  had  crawled 
along  on  hands  and  knees,  when  all  of 
a  sudden  he  reached  some  planking, 
set,  as  it  seemed,  in  the  floor.  It  meant, 
if  anything,  that  a  cavern  or  a  further 
tunnel  existed  beneath. 

Fired  by  the  hope,  he  set  to  work  to 
remove  a  portion  of  the  timber,  and 
after  strenuous  exertions  he  loosened 
a  couple  of  pine  planks,  which  dropped 
suddenly  with  a  dull  crash  into  the 
chamber  below. 

A  stream  of  sweet,  cool  air  rushed  up, 
and  Buffalo  Bill,  satisfied  that  he  had 
discovered  the  secret  channel  through 
which  his  unknown  foe  had  entered  the 
mine,  took  a  short,  well-earned  rest. 

At  length,  feeling  better  able  to  cope 


wdth  the  task,  he  lowered  himself  care¬ 
fully  through  the  chasm  till  his  feet 
rested  upon  one  of  the  planks  that  had 
clattered  down.  He  tested  it  cautiously, 
and  finding  that  it  rested  upon  solid 
ground  he  released  his  hold  above  and 
went  groping  along  a  narrow',  rock- 
bound  passage. 

The  darkness  was  intense,  while  the 
passage  itself  seemed  to  be  of  very 
unequal  dimensions.  Sometimes  it 
widened  out  and  was  sufficiently  high 
to  enable  him  to  move  along  upright ; 
at  other  times  he  found  it  both  narrow' 
and  dangerously  low. 

Cody  w'as  finally  compelled  to  crawl 
along  on  hands  and  knees,  and  in  this 
position  he  first  sighted  a  streak  of  the 
starlit  heavens.  The  sight  thrilled  his 
heart  and  incited  him  to  fresh  effort. 

Moving  forward  at  a  more  rapid  pace, 
he  presently  came  upon  a  sharp  turn 
in  the  passage  where  the  roof  abruptly 
ended,  and  thenceforward,  between 
jagged  pinnacles  of  rock  on  each  side, 
the  brilliant  heavens  were  visible. 

Tlie  scout  rose  to  his  feet  and  w'ent 
on,  feeling  his  W'ay  against  -^e  walls. 
The  night  w^as  strangely  quiet,  and, 
save  the  weird  echo  of  his  footfalls,  not 
a  sound  broke  in  upon  the  stillness. 

Suddenly,  with  a  cry  of  horror,  he 
stopped  short  on  the  very  brink  of  a 
black,  impenetrable  abyss. 

Buffalo  Bill  backed  away  for  some 
distance,  and  then  sank  to  the  ground. 
Iffie  immensity  of  his  peril  had  appalled 
him.  Nor  did  he  move  till  the  moon 
slowly  rose  in  the  heavens ;  then,  being 
better  able  to  note  his  surroundings, 
he  found  himself  hemmed  in  by  gaunt, 

precipitous  walls. 

0 

'  CHAPTER  4. 

•  ^The  Mad  Barber  of  Grant’s  Pass, 

The  sun  w'as  glancing  through  a  cleft 
in  the  chasm,  when,  w'ith  a  start,  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  awoke  from  the  sleep  of  ex¬ 
haustion  which  had  claimed  him  for 
some  hours  past.  He  had  not  intended 
to  sleep  so  long,  but  tired  Nature  had 
asserted  herself.  How'ever,  he  felt 
greatly  refreshed,  though  uncomfort¬ 
ably  hungry  and  thirsty. 

The  situation  w'as  not  promising.  At 
his  back  tow'ered  the  bare  cliff,  while  in 


// 
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front  yawned  the  abyss  which  but  a  few 
hours  before  had  so  nearly  proved  fatal 
to  him.  In  width  it  approached  twenty 
feet,  and  in.  depth  it  appeared  fathom¬ 
less. 

The  light  of  day  did  not  penetrate 
far  into  the  eternal  darkness  beneath. 
Upon  its  opposite  side  there  existed  a 
slight  ledge  surmounted  by  a  dark  bar¬ 
rier  of  rook  rising  sixty  feet  upward  in 
a  perpendicular  line. 

A  stiff  and  dangerous  climb  appeared 
to  be  the  only  means  of  exit  from  the 
channel,  so,  without  further  delay, 
Buffalo  Bill  set  about  the  task.'  Short 
as  the  distance  was,  it  took  him  nearly 
half  an  houi*  to  clamber  to  the  top. 

The  crest  was  destitute  of  vegetation, 
and  surrounded  by  higher  ground 
broken  in  places  where  the  miners  of 
Lone  Camp  had  pegged  out  their  claims. 

After  a  w'hile  he  found  his  way  to  the 
shaft  where  he  had  first  gained  admit¬ 
tance  to  the  ill-fated  mine.  • 

Neither  the  windlass  nor  the  body  of 
the  suicide  was  visible- 

Buffalo  Bill  turned  away  with  a  grim 
resolve  to  quit  the  accursed  place  before 
another  hour  should  have  winged  its 
flight. 

Curious  to  see  whether  anything  had 
befallen  his  horse,  he  pushed  rapidly 
through  the  timber  and  came  in  sight 
of  the  rude  shanties  which  lined  the 
creek.  He  gave  a  call,  and,  not  a  little 
to  his  surprise,  it  was  answered  by  a 
whinny. 

Crossing  to  the  other  side  of  the 
creek,  Cody  hurried  round  to  the  back 
of  the  empty  saloon,  and  there,  where 
he  bad  left  it,  stood  hi^ favourite  mount. 
Moreover,  his  rifle,r  “"still  "  loaded, 
remained  exactly  where  he  had  last 
placed  it. 

That  the  animal  had  remained  there 
unmolested  still  further  pu'zzled  its 
master,  but  the  latter  had  no  stomach 
left  for  further  investigations. 

Coing  into  the  saloon,  he  found  pro¬ 
visions  and  drink  from  which  he  made  a 
much-needed  meal ;  then,  gathering 
together  a  couple  of  days’  supply,  he 
saddled  the  horse  and  led  it  to  water. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  he  was  riding 
thoughtfully  towards  Water  Gully.  He 
halted  near  the  approach  apd  gazed 
back  on  Lone  Campu  Never  had  a 


place  seemed  better  named.  Utterly 
desolate,  with  never  a  sign  of  life, 
either  human  or  brute,  it  stood  there 
in  mute  protest  against  the  strange 
trick  of  fortune  which  had  robbed  it  of 
life  in  'the  very  height  of  its  golden 
prosperity. 

With  a  si^  Buffalo  Bill  faced  round 
in  the  saddle  and  urged  his  horse  for¬ 
ward.  But  he  had  not  proceeded  a 
dozen  paces  when  the  animal  began 
to  display  signs  of  uneasiness.  It  set 
its  ears  back,  and,  shivering  violently, 
whinnied  in  distress  when  the  scout 
tried  to  urge  it  on.  Finally  the  brute 
stopped  short,  then,  rearing  frantically, 
refused  to  go  further. 

Startled,  yet  curious  to  ascertain  the, 
cause,  Buffalo  Bill  took  the  restive 
creature  back  to  the  edgq^  of  the  gully, 
and,  tethering  it  there,  returned  to  the 

spot  where  the  horse  had  first  betrayed 
its  fears. 

The  gully  was  clad  thickly  in  under¬ 
growth,  consisting  of  mesquite-bushes, 
wild  peach,  cottonwood,  and  dense, 
climbing  vines.  Grass  grew  rankly  up 
to  the  narrow  bridle-path  which  wound 
along  the  centre.  It  was  one  of  those 
spots  eminently  suitable  for  an  ambus¬ 
cade. 

Buffalo  Bill  took  care  that  his  rifle 
was  in  readiness  as  he  cautiously 
stepped  into  the  high,  rank  grass.  He 
moved  along  a  couple  of  dozen  paces  or 
stopped  to  listen,  but  the  only 
^und  that  reached  his  ears  was  the 
nervous  pawing  of  his  horse.  Like  Lone 
Lamp,  the  gully  seemed  deserted. 

Turning  back,  he  crossed  the  bridle- 1 
path  and  began  to  ascend  the  steep  side 
of  the  gully.  All  at  once  he  detected 
a  faint  rustling  sound  behind.  Wheel¬ 
ing  swiftly  round,  he  brought  his  rifle 
up  to  his  shoulder  and  peered  in  the 
direction  whence  the  sound  still  pro¬ 
ceeded.  He  continued  to  gaze,  but  the 
look  on  his  countenance  changed  from 
expectant  scrutiny  to  one  of  horror  and 
surprise. 

What  he  saw  was  briefly  this — two 
green,  scintillating  eyes,  cruelly  cun- 
iiing,  set  deep  in  an  oval,  scaly  ^ad,  a 

forked  tongue,  and  a  wriggling,  sinu¬ 
ous  body. 

The  object  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  a  busiynastei:  snake,  one  of  jLhei 
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largest  and  most  terrible  of  all  reptiles. 
This  horrible  brute,  which  reaches  a 
length  of  eight  or  nine  feet,  will  fly 
madly  at  any  passer-by,  and,  with  head 
erect,  pursue  him  for  miles.  So  fast 
can  it  travel  that  a  man  on  foot  has 
no  chance  at  all,  and  its  bite  is  fatal. 

The  bushmasters  gather  in  pairs,  and 
if  one  be  slain,  the  other — so  keen  is 
its  marvellous  locating  power — will 
hunt  the  slayer  down  till  it  brings  him 
to  bay. 

These  facts  were  not  unknown  to  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill,  and  they  recurred  to  him  as 
he  ga^ed  in  a  kind  of  fascination  at 
the  advancing  reptile.  He  was 
somewhat  surprised  at  its  unusually 
slow  movements,  for,  though  it  con¬ 
tinued  to  advance,  it  did  not  display  its 
wonted  impetuosity  in  attack. 

There  might  be  two  reasons  for  this. 
Either  the  reptile  was>  already  sur¬ 
feited,  or  its  mate  was  worming 
stealthily  along  to  attack  him  from  the 
rear.  The  scout’s  only,  hope  lay  in 
promptly  destroying  this  one  and  as 
promptly  searching  for  its  mate. 

Every  moment  was  precious.  Slowly 
but  surely  he  brought  his  rifle  down  to 
cover  the  reptile. 

The  bushmaster  began  to  utter  a 
deep,  continuous  hiss.  Suddenly  its 
eyes  seemed  to  blaze  with  fury.  With 
a  quick,  swaying  movement  it  flashed 
out  of  the  grass. 

Simultaneously  Buffalo  Bill  fired  two 
shots.  The  first  missed,  but  the  second 
pierced  the  reptile’s  brain.  The  muscles 
of  its  huge,  sinuous  body  contracted 
violently,  causing  it  to  lash  the  air 
with  a  horrible  suggestion  of  agony. 
It  dropped  in  a  coil,  but  some  minutes 
elapsed  before  these  involuntary  move¬ 
ments  ceased. 

Meanwhile  Buffalo  Bill  had  not  been 
idle.  A  hasty  search  failed  to  disclose 
the  dead  serpent’s  mate.  The  path 
seemed  free ;  he  scrambled  down,  leaping 
over  the  bushmaster’ s  body,  and  thence, 
following  his  own  tracks,  he  gained  the 
bridle-path. 

A  sigh  of  relief  escaped  from  him, 
but  it  was  hastily  checked,  for,  with  a 
quaking  heart,  he  suddenly  heard  his 
horse  give  forth  sounds  of  acute  dis¬ 
tress. 

i  Dashing  breathlessly  along  the  path, 


he  reached  the  head  of  the  gully,  and 
saw  a  desperate-looking  ruj0&an  in  the 
act  of  mounting  his  steed,  which  in 
truth  appeared  paralysed  with  fear. 

‘‘Drop,  or  I  fire!”  Buffalo  Bill  cried, 
covering  the  stranger  with  his  rifle. 

The  weapon  being  unloaded,  the 
threat  was  consequently  an  empty  one, 
but  the  scout  well  knew  that  the  least 
hesitancy  on  his  part  would  be  rightly 
construed  by  the  marauder  into  a  sign 
of  weakness. 

There  was  a  moment’s  pause ;  the  two 
men  narrowly  eyed  each  other,  the  one 
anxious*  to  gather  how  far  it  would  be 
safe  to  defy  the  stern  injunction,  the 
other  intuitively  summing  up  th^ 
capacity  of  his  foe. 

The  stranger  put  an  end  to  the  ten¬ 
sion  by  breaking  into  an  insane  laugh. 
But  he  did  not  dismount.  Instead,  he 
began  to  rock  himself  to  and  fro  in  the 
saddle,  laughing  all  the  while  uproari¬ 
ously,  as  though  the  situation  struck 
him  as  very  funny.  It  wore  quite 
another  aspect  for  Buffalo  Bill.  * 

Striding  forward,  he  seized  the 
horse’s  bridle,  and,  discarding  the 
empty  rifle^  drew  out  one  of  the  revol¬ 
vers  which  he  had  previously  loaded. 

“Now,  my  friend.  I’ll  trouble  you  to 
dismount,”  he  remarked  quietly. 

“  I’s  boss  of  the  show,  I  guess, 
stranger,”  laughed  the  other,  still  cling¬ 
ing  to  the  saddle  like  a  limpet.  “Ho 
ho !  my  merry  men,  come  forth  to 
battle.  To  battle,  I  say!  My  kingdom 
for  a  horse!  Eh?  I’m  slippery,  boss — 
don’t  fire,  for  the  love  of  Heaven!  I’ll 
drop.” 

And  drop  he  did  in  a  heap  at  the 
scout’s  feet,  where  for  several  moments 
he  remained  huddled  up  and  motionless, 
as  if  dead. 

Buffalo  Bill  was  hardly  prepared  for 
this  sort  of  thing.  Tlie  man  appeared 
to  be  a  maniac  ;  he  bore  no  weapons, 
yet  his  appearance  was  anything  but 
prepossessing. 

Aware  of  some  of  these  desperadoes’ 
cunning,  the  scout  did  not  stir,  but  kept 
the  object  at  his  feet  covered  with  the 
revolver,  while  he  held  the  horse  by 
the  bridle. 

It  w*as  well  perhaps  that  he  adopted 
this  precaution,  for  the  stranger,  with 
a  wild,  ear-piercing  yell,  suddenly 


TEE  MAD  BARBER  OF  GRANT'S  PASS 


leaped  to  his  feet  and  confronted  the 
scout,  who  had  as  much  as  he  could 
do  to  soothe  his  startled  and  terrified 
steed. 

The  man’s  eyes  were  horribly  blood¬ 
shot,  and  his  wild  looks  betrayed  the 
state  of  his  mind.  He  seized  Cody 
roughly  by  the  arm. 

Who  are  you  ?  How  d’ye  come 
here?”  he  shouted. 

The  scout  made  a  motion  towards  his 
horse,  and  the  other  seemed  to  under¬ 
stand* 

“I  guess  he’s  the  very  primest 
animal  I’ve  set  eyes  upon,”  observed 
the  madman,  in  a  swift  and  startling 
change  of  voice. 

He  ran  his  eyes  critically  over  the 
horse’s  points,  and,  while  so  engaged, 
Buffalo  Bill  in  turn  took  stock  of  him. 
He  was  a  powerfully-set  man  about  the 
middle  height,  and  seemingly  of  middle 
age.  Several  ugly  scars  marked  ids 
dirty  and  sun-discoloured  face.  His 
clothes  were  ragged  and  patched,  while 
about  his  waist  he  wore  a  broad,  red 
silk  scarf  which  exactly  tallied  with  a 
smaller  one  knotted  round  his  throat. 
On  his  head  was  what  had  once  been 

sombrero,  but  its  wide  edges  had 
since  been  cut  close  to  the  crown.  Alto¬ 
gether  his  aippearance  was  grotesque. 

Though  something  about  him  seemed 
familiar,  Bujffalo  Bill  was  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  the  resemblance,  although 
he  mentally  photographed  the  many 
desperadoes  he  had  encountered  in  the 
course  of  his  frontier  life. 

All  at  once  the  man  jerked  himself 
round  and  fixed  his  gaze — no  longer 
furious — upon  the  scout. 

Say,  pard,  you’re  Buffalo  Bill,  ain’t 
you?'’  he  demanded  with  astonishing 
candour. 

''  Yes,  I’m  known  by  that  name  here¬ 
abouts.” 

‘^Ay,  and  all  the  world  over,  I  guess. 
You’re  a  good  man.  I  ain’t  afraid  of 
you — not  me!  I’m  king  of  Oregon 
State.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  they  tried  ter 
kidnap  me,  them  cUssed  Yankees,  but 
I  slipped  away  like  an  eel.  They  didn’t 
know  me,  fer  I  slipped  off  disguised,” 
he  added  mysteriouiny. 

How  much  of  this  was  genuine,  or 
■whether  it  was  all  clever  acting,  Buffalo 
Bill  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  decide. 


He  was  inclined  to  believe  the  man  was 
what  he  seemed — a  dangerous  lunatic 
at  large.  Yet  it  behoved  him  to  be 
cautious,  for  after  all  the  stranger 
might  have  a  sinister  design  in  detain¬ 
ing  him  with  this  rambling  talk. 

‘^Suppose  we  turn  into  the  first 
shanty  yonder  out  of  the  heat  of  the 
sun?”  he  suggested  cautiously. 

To  his  great  surprise  his  companion 
dropped  upon  his  knees  and,  wringing 
his  hands,  implored  him  almost  fear¬ 
fully  not  to  move  from  the  spot. 

Don’t  go,  pard — don’t  go!”  he 
whimpered.  ‘'I  knows  I’s  the  cus- 
sedest  liar  in  creation.  I  guess  I  were 
born  that  way.  I’m  starving.  I’ll  earn 
a  dime.  Say,  I’ll  shave  yer  here,  pard. 
I  ain’t  got  no  connection  with  the  oppo¬ 
sition  shop,  Here’s  soap  and — and  a 
razor.” 

He  thrust  his  huge,  grimy  fists  into 
his  red  silk  sash  or  belt  and  produced 
a  curious-shaped  bit  of  hard  soap,  and 
a  decidedly  formidable  razor,  w^hich  he 
opened.  At  the  same  time,  catching 
hold  of  Buffalo  Bill’s  belt,  he  at  once 
began  to  strop  the  ghastly-looking  in¬ 
strument  upon  it,  jabbering  and  mut¬ 
tering  uninxeliigibly  to  himself. 

The  sight  of  the  glittering,  cold 
steel  appeared  to  lash  the  man  into  a 
paroxysm  of  insane  fury.  His  grip  on 
Cody’s  belt  tightened,  and  he  left  off 
stropping  the  instrument  to  brandish 
it  wildly  in  the  air.  He  laughed  hor¬ 
ribly  as  the  steel,  catching  the  sun, 
glistened  like  a  thread  of  fire.  Sud¬ 
denly  he  leaped  up  and  brought  the 
terrible  instrument  with  a  flash  towards 
Buffalo  Bill. 

The  scout’s  heart  gave  a  leap,  but 
outwardly,  at  least,  he  appeared  as  cool 
as  if  on  parade.  His  presence  of  mind 
did  not  desert  him. 

‘'Look  out!”  he  cried.  “There’s  a 
bushmaster  near.” 

It  was  a  random  shot,  but  it  served 
its  purpose  admirably.  The  maniac 
uttered  a  howl  of  terror  and  leaped 
back  three  or  four  paces.  Still  mutter- 
ing  to  himself,  he  gla,nced  round  un¬ 
easily.  Then,  perceiving  nothing,  h^ 
turned  to  Cody  with  a  vacuous  smile. 

“I  guess  you’re  wrong,  Buffalo  Bill, 
ter  this  am  t  the  part  fer  bushmasters,” 
he  said  in  quite  a  rational  way. 


•  % 
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The  paroxysm  of  madness  had  sub¬ 
sided  as  suddenly  as  it  had  begun,  and 
as  he  spoke  thus  he  shut  the  razor  up 
and  thrust  it  back  into  his  sastu 

^^You  know  the  neighbourhood,  per¬ 
haps,’’  observed  the  scout,  seizing  on 
the  chance  to  learn  something  more  of 
the  fellow’s  antecedents. 

jest  reckon  I  ort  ter,  seeing  as 
they  call  me  the  Mad  Barber  of  Grant’s 
Pass.  But  I  ain’t  mad ;  I’m  jest  as  fly 
as  any  pard  in  these  parts.  Them 
bush  masters  there  ain’t  never  been  one 
found  in  Lone  Camp.  They  ain’t  seen 
out  of  Dead  Centre  Valley,  ’way  back 
in  the  mountains.” 

know  that,”  said  Buffalo  Bill. 
^‘I’m  going  up  to  Dead  Centre  Valley.” 

This  voluntary  bit  of  information 
seemed  to  startle  the  self-styled  Mad 
Barber  of  Grant’s.  Pass.  He  started 
visibly  and  drew  nearer  to  the  scout. 
But  the  latter  was  by  no  means  anxious 
he  should  come  to  close  quarters  again. 
Nevertheless,  he  took  care  not  to  betray 
even  the  faintest  sign  of  uneasiness. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  bushmaster  ?  ” 
Buffalo  Bill  asked  suddenly. 

The  Mad  Barber  grinned. 

guess  I  knows  one  reptile  from 
another  as.  well  as  any  man,”  he  re¬ 
marked.  ‘^But  I  tell  yer,  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  yer’ve  seen  a  bushmaster  this  side 
of  Dead  Centre  Valley.” 
have.” 

Yer  ain’t.  I  jest  reckon  yer’ve  see’d 
a  copper-snake.” 

‘^Well,  my  friend,  he’s  lying  yonder, 
near  the  head  of  that  gully — a  bush¬ 
master  as  dead  as  a  door-nail.  If  you 
don’t  believe  me,  you  can  examine  him 
for  yourself,”  declared  Cody,  glad  to 
find  that  the  subject  under  discussion 
was  likely  to  divert  the  madman’s  at¬ 
tention  from  himself. 

^^I  reckon  the  boys  call  me  the  best 
judge  o’  reptiles  in  all  Oregon.  It’s 
tarnation  queer  if  yer’ve  killed  a  bush¬ 
master  in  these  parts.” 

The  man  moved  rapidly  along  in  the 
direction  of  the  gully,  followed  by  the 
scout,  who  found  himself  undecided 
what  course  to  pursue.  He  did  not 
care  to  leave  the  maniac  alone  in  the 
desolate  camp,  yet  unless  the  man  cared 
to  trudge  along  by  his  side  how  could 
they  move  away  in  company  ? 


Buffalo  Bill  was  still  puzzling  over 
the  circumstance  when  an  exclamation 
of  excitement  and  surprise  burst  from 
the  Mad  Barl>er,  who  had  sighted  the 
dead  reptile  and  perceived  that  it  was 
in  grim  truth  a  deadly  bushmaster. 

As  the  scout  picked  his  way  cau¬ 
tiously  along  in  the  rear  the  maniac  , 
again  whipp^  out  the  razor  and  bran¬ 
dished  it  aloft. 

Cody  stopped  short,  feeling  that  it 
would  be  advisable  to  keep  at  a  re¬ 
spectful  distance  from  his  dangerous 
companion.  But  the  latter’s  whole  at¬ 
tention  seemed  to  be  concentrated  upon 
the  lifeless  reptile,  for  he  suddenly, 
with  a  stroke  of  the  razor,  severed  the 
shattered'  head  from  the  body;  then, 
breaking  into  a  horrible  peal  of 
laughter,  he  seized  the  heavy  coils  and 
began  to  drag  the  decapitated  monster 
into  the  bridlepath. 

'‘Bully  fer  yer,  pard !  ”  he  yelled. 
"It’s  the  finest  critter  I’ve  see’d  fer 
many  a  day.  Mebbe  it’s  made  the  Lone 
Camp  boys  vamoose.  Say,  that  blither¬ 
ing  cayiise  is  a  holy  terror — he’s  gope.  ” 

The  madman  had  scarcely  finished 
when  a  sharp  clatter  of  hoofs  beyond 
the  gully  broke  upon  Buffalo  Bill’s 
ears.  Instantly  he  turned  and  darted 
back,  only  to  ffnd  that  his  horse  had 
taken  fright  and  was  clattering  up  the 
trail  leading  out  of  Lone  Camp  into  the  \ 
mountains. 

Smothering  an  imprecation,  he  gave 
immediate  chase,  in  the  hope  that  when 
the  terrified  brute  had  cleared  the  camp 
it  might  be  prevailed  upon  to  stop.,^'* 
The  exertion  was  tremendous,  and  it’ 
soon  became  clear  that  the  runaway 
steed  had  little  notion  of  obeying  its 
master’s  frequent  calls. 

At  last,  in  sheer  exhaustion,  Cody 
was  forced  to  give  up  the  chase.  The 
animal  disappeared  behind  a  sharp  turn 
in  the  trail,  nearly  half  a  mile  ahead. 

Pulling  himself  together,  the  scout 
decided  to  push  on  as  well  as  his  jaded 
limbs  would  i>ermit  him.  He  was  still 
some  distance  from  the  bend  when,  to 
his  unbounded  satisfaction,  three  horse¬ 
men  rode  into  view,  leading  the  run¬ 
away.  One  of  them  he  recognised  in¬ 
stantly.  The  recognition  was  mutual, 
for  the  horseman  thus  singled  out  rode 
forward. 
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’bdut  guessed  we’d  find  yer  here,* 
boss,”  he  said.  “Anything  wrong? 
The  cayuse  is  trembling  like  a  rabbit.” 

“It  strikes  me  there’s  a  good  deal 
wrong,  Grizzly  Pete,”  responded 
Buffalo  Bill,  vaulting  into  his  saddle 
as  he  spoke.  “Lone  Camp  is -empty.” 

“Empty!”  ejaculated  the  person  ad¬ 
dressed,  in  a  tone  of  sharp  surprise. 

“At  least,  so  far  as  the  miners  are 
concerned.  There  is,  however,  one  man 
thei’e .  ’  ’ 

What’s  he  like  ?”  demanded  Pete. 

“He’s  a  raving  madman.” 

“That’s  the  man,  sir!  We’re  after 
him!”  exclaimed  one  of  the  trio,  who 
had  reined  in  at  Grizzly’s  Pete’s  side. 
“My  name,”  he  continued,  facing 
round  and  eyeing  Buffalo  Bill  critically, 
“  is  Ked  Thorpe,  assistant  doctor  at 
Grant’s  Pass  Asylum.  My  friend  is 
Marshal  Fulton.  We  are  anxious  to 
apprehend  a  patient  who  escaped  some 
time  ago — a  dangerous  homicide,  pass¬ 
ing  under  the  sobriquet  of  the  Mad 
Barber.  Our  guide.  Grizzly  Pete  here, 
has  reason  to  believe  that  we  shall  find 
him  in  Lone  Camp.  If  you  could  assist 
us  in  any  way  we  should  be  extremely 
obliged.” 

“I  guess  yer  won’t  have  to  a.sk  in 
vain,  boss,”  put  in  the  guide.  “This 
here’s  Buffalo  Bill,  chief  of  scouts.” 

Both  men  started  at  the  name,  and 
looked  with  increasing  interest  at  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill.  Dr.  Ned  Thorpe  doffed  his 
sombrerO'. 

“I  beg  your  pai’don,  sir,”  he  said. 
“I  had  n'ot  the  remotest  idea  I  w^as 
addressing  one  so  famous,  and  a  very 
clovse  frieoid  of  my  old  college  chum, 
Frank  Powell.”  * 

“In  fact,  Mr.  Cody,  you  can  assist 
us  materially,  if  you  will,”  put  in  the 
marshal  hastily.  “This  man,  who  you 
say  is  in  yonder  settlement,  is  far  too 
dangerous'  to  be  allov^d  to  go  at  large. 
Since  his  escape  from  Grant’s  Pass 
Asylum  he  has  placed  three  horrible 
butcheries  to  his  credit.  He  has  given 
us  the  slip  twice  ali'cady,  and  he  may 
do  so  again  unless  we  adopt  prompt 
measures.  We  want  to  take  him  alive, 
if  possible,  but  we  can’t  afford  to  blun¬ 
der  this  time.” 

“I  understand.  It’s  a  question  of 
life  or  death.” 


“That’s  about  the  truth  of  the 
matter^  Cody.” 

“  In  that  case  you  had  better  let  me 
ride  on  in  advance;  I  think  I  can  secure 
him ;  although,  to  tell  the  truth,  he 
treated  me  to  a  very  uncomfortable 
experience  a  little  while  ago.  How¬ 
ever,  he’s  unarmed — that  is  to  say,  he 
does  not  possess  the  orthodox  weapons 
of  off<nice.  Keep  out  of  sight  till  you 
hear  me  shout,  and  then  come  forw^ard 
as  quickly  as  you  like.” 

“Say,  boss,  I  guess  you’ll  want  me.” 

It  was  Grizzly  Pete  who  spoke.  Until 
recently  he  had  occupied  a  rather 
anom  alous  posi  t  io  ii  in  Lone  Camp,  f  or , 
being  a  trapper  by  profession,  he  had 
been  employ^  by  the  miners  to  secure 
a  constant  supply  of  fresh  meat  for 
their  common  larder. 

iSo  much  Buffalo  Bill  knew ;  how  he 
had  come  to  separate  from  them  was 
yet  to  be  told. 

The  present,  however,  was  not  the 
time  for  putting  questions.  He  merely 
declined  the  trapper’s  offer  by  a  shake 
of  the  head,  and  putting  spurs  to  his 
horse,  quickly  galloped  out  of  sight, 

CHAPTER  5. 

Man  versus  Reptile, 

Buffalo  Bill  had  barely  disappeared 
when  the  three  men  whom  he  had  left 
behind  heard  a  sharp  cry  of  alarm  pro¬ 
ceeding  unmistakably  from  the  direc¬ 
tion  h^  had  taken.  The  cry  ;/as  re¬ 
peated,  if  anything  in  a  s’  .der  and 
more  urgent  key. 

“  I  jest  calculate  there’s  murder  being 
done  ’way  down  in  the  settlement,” 
observed  Grizzly  Pete  ominously. 

His  two  companions  exchanged  a 
rapid,  questio>iiing  glance.  Again  the 
shout,  more  distant  now,  but  still  acute, 
reached  them. 

“Cody  can’t  face  the  madm’an  alone. 
Here  goes,”  cried  the  young  doctor, 
spurring  forward. 

His  example  was  followed  by  the  rest, 
who  after  a  few  moments’  hard  riding 
swept  into  the  deserted  settlement,  and 
were  confronted  by  a  sight  which  fairly 
staggered  them. 

Buffalo  Bill  had  dismounted  and 
hastily  fastened  his  animal  to  one  of 
the  shanties.  This  a  glance  revealed ; 
but  their  attention  was  not  centred  on 
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the  sodoit,  htit  upOifi  the  wret-ched  mad¬ 
man,  who  had  struggled  out  of  the 
gully  and  was  fighting  with  all  the 
strength  of  despair  a  huge  scaly  mon¬ 
ster — the  mate  of  the  slain  bushmaster  ! 

Hideous  now  in  its  fierceness,  the 
g;reat  serpent  had  turned  itself  in  four 
coils  about  the  maniac,  whose  only  wea^ 
pon  of  defence  was  the  loose  razor.  The 
reptile  wrs  slowly  squeezing  him  to 
death.  It  had  put  a  coil  round  his 
neck  and  was  bringing  its  horrible  head 
round  as  if  to  face  him.  He  struggled 
frantically,  slashing  at  its  sinuous  body, 
while  with  the  other  hand  he  strove  to 
loosen  the  steel-like  coil  about  his 
throat. 

The  awful  struggle  seemed  unavail¬ 
ing.^  The  madman  reeled  and  stag¬ 
gered  like  a  drunkard.  His  face  had 
gone  livid,  but,  distinct  from  the  signs 
of  physical  suffering,  he  wore  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  abject  terror  frightful  to  behold. 

Thiat  he  possessed  giant  strength, 
hoavever,  was  soon  manifest,  for,  with 
a  mighty  wrench,  he  all  at  once  tore  the 
serpent  from  his  throat  and  made  a 
fierce  and  desperate  effort  to  secure  it 
just  behind  the  head. 

But  the  bushmaster  was  too  quick. 
Like  a  flash  it  coiled  back,  and,  hissing 
fiercely,  prepared  to*  strike.  The  arched 
neck  swaiyed  from  side  tO'  side,  the 
narrow  eyes  glittered,  while  its  forked 
tongue  darted  in  and  out  as  if  mqcking 
its  hapless  victim,  being  ready  at  any 
moment  to  give  the  fatal  stroke. 

Buffalo  Bill,  with  revolver  drawn, 
came  forward  at  a  run,  while  Grizzly 
Peters  party  promptly  followed  a  little 
distance  in  the  rear. 

Suddenly  a  cry  of  mingled  hate  and 
fear  burst  from  the  reptile’s  victim. 
A  wonderful  change  had  come  over  him. 
He  seemed  to  have  lost  the  look  of 
insanity,  and  while  he  struggled  to 
loosen  the  glittering  coil  still  wound 
about  his  middle  he  fixed  a  gaze  of 
hati’ed  and  terror  upon  Grizzly  Pete. 

In  a  flash  it  now  occurred  to  Buffalo 
Bill  where  be  had  seen  the  man’s  face 
before.  Hie  revelation  caused  him  to 
recoil  with  a  sharp  cry  of  wonder. 

“By  the  powers,  that  man’s  no 
maniac!  He’s  Meohistophele  Joe,  the 
terror  of  a  huudrea  camps.” 

Ay,  and  I’ll  swear  to  him,  too, 
Cody!”  exclaimed  the  marshal. 


“Seems  he’s  had  the  laugh  o’  us, 
boss,  but  I  guess  he’s  a  goner  now,”  put. 
in  Grizzly  Pete.  “  Get  back,  paras — 
back  I  back!  That  bushmaster  ain’t  in 
a  temper  fer  visitors  jest  now.” 

The  trapper  was  right,  for  the  rep¬ 
tile,  infuriated  by  the  wounds  inflicted 
by  the  razor,  had  tightened  its  coils 
round  the  middle  and  lower  part  of  its 
struggling  victim,  who  seemed  to 
realise  that  his  fate  was  sealed.  He 
made  no  effort  to  resume  the  part  he 
had  played  to  perfection  sO'  long. 

“You  blamed  fools!”  he  screamed, 
getting  out  his  words  in  spasmodic 
gasps.  “I’m  Mephi — stoph — ele  Joe, 
and — an  d — that ” 

His  further  si>eech  was  inarticulate, 
for  the  bushmaster  snake,  with  another 
twist  of  its  gleaming  coil,  brought  its 
ugly  head  exactly  in  front  of  his  face. 

Suddenly,  with  a  .  hoarse  groan, 
Mephistophele  Joe  let  go  his  hold,  his 
arms  dropped  helpless  by  his  side,  he 
lurched  forward,  and  muttering,  almost 
inaudibly,  the  single  word  “valley,” 
collapsed. 

The  reptile  bit  him  once,  then  swiftly 
uiucoiled,  and,  with  head  erect  and  hiss¬ 
ing  fiercely,  began  to  move  with  amaz¬ 
ing  speed  towards  the  si>ellbound  spec¬ 
tators. 

Buffalo  Bill  was  the  first  to  recover 
his  presence  of  mind. 

“Fire,  boys— fire  if  you  value  your 
lives!”  he  cried. 

For  nearly  a  minute  the  deserted 
camp  rang  with  the  sound  of  revolver- 
shots.  These  suddenly  ceased,  and  the 
four  men,  who  had  in  that  brief  space 
been  fighting  for  their  lives,  lowered 
their  smoking  weapons  and  glanced  at 
each  other  in  dumb  thankfulness.  The 
once  deadly  bushmaster  snake  lay  at 
their  feet,  riddled  with  bullets. 

Stepping  round  the  still  quivering 
reptile,  they  approached  the  lifeless  and 
disfigured  remains  of  the  strangely-dis¬ 
covered  desperado. 

Familiar  with  <ieath  in  almost  all  its 
forms,  even  Buffalo  Bill  could  not  for¬ 
bear  a  shudder  as  he  gazed  on  that 
frightful  visage. 

“  We  will  leave  nothing  to  conjec¬ 
ture,”  he  said  slowly.  “Though  I  am 
convinced  that  this  is  the  body  of  the 
person  known  as  Mephistophele  Joe,  I 
propose  to  prove  it.  That  desperado 
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bore  certain  tattoo  marks  on  his  left 
arm.  We  will  see  if  they  exist  here.” 

So  saying,  he  drew  his  hunting-knife 
and  ripped  up  the  dead  man’s  sleeve, 
baring  the  arm  up  to  the  shoulder. 

A  cry  of  surprise  broke  from  his  com¬ 
panions,  for  there  >311  the  victim’s 
bronzed  arm  they  read  the  letters ; 

Mephistophele  Joe,  D.C.V.B.” 

^^What  can  those  letters  mean?” 
asked  Ned  Thorpe  curiously. 

They  are  an  abbreviation  of  ‘  Dead . 
Centre  Valley  Band,’  ”  responded  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill. 

His  hearers  started. 

“Are  you  sure  you  read  their  mean¬ 
ing  correctly,  colonel?”  asked  Marshal 
Fulton. 

“Can  you  place  a  better  interpreta¬ 
tion  on  them,  sir  ?” 

“No;  I  think  not.” 

“Good.  Now,  since  we  are  agreed  on 
that  one  material  point,  allow  me  to 
explain  how  it  is  you  find  me  here. 
Moreover,  I  fancy  I  can  now  throw  a 
little  light  upon  the  astonishing  dis¬ 
appearance  of  the  settlers  of  Lone 
Camp.” 

The  scout’s  words  roused  his  com¬ 
panions  to  a  sense  of  their  desolate  sur¬ 
roundings.  An  exclamation,  half-sur¬ 
prise,  partly  fear,  broke  'from  Grizzly 
Pete. 

“  What’s  come  of  the  boys  ?”  he  asked 
wonderingly.  “They  ain’t  been  mur¬ 
dered,  for  they  w^ere  cute,  darned  cute, 
and  could  smell  a  varmint  miles  off.  I 
gue^  they’re  still  on  top  o’  dirt,  and 
foolin’  round  somewhere.  It’s  tarna¬ 
tion  queer,  though,  they  left  the  camp 
ter  look  after  itself.  There  were  thirty 
of  ’em  when  I  struck  out  a  month  ago 
for  Grant’s  Pass.  The  boss  here  sent 
fer  me.” 

He  turned  to  Ned  Thorpe  and  paused 
as  if  waiting  for  the  latter  to  confirm 
his  statement,  whereupon  the  doctor 
nodded  his  affirmation. 

“Yes,  that’s  so,”  he  said;  “it  was 
after  that  maniac  escaped  and  took  to 
the  mountains.  I  wanted  an  experienced 
guide  to  track  him  down,  and  the  mar- 
ishal  recommended  you.  But  come,  we 
have  not  yet  heard  Buffalo  Bill’s  story.” 

’  ^\Well,”  said  the  scout,  “I  reckon  wb 


had  better  adjourn  to  the  saloon  yonder 
and  get  some  refreshments,  and  then  I 
will  tell  you  of  my  experiences.  But 
first  it  would  be  well  to  put  this  poor 
wretch  under  the  turf.” 

So  saying,  he  pointed  to  the  body  of 
Mephistophele  Joe,  and  the  others 
nodded  their  acquiescence. 

Using  the  most  suitable  implements 
that  came  to  hand,  the  party  soon  made 
an  excavation  in  the  ground  which 
would  serve  as  a  grave. 

As  soon  as  the  body  was  disposed  of, 
Buffalo  Bill  and  his  new^-found  com¬ 
panions  sought  the  Lone  ^  Camp 
“public-house.”  • 

A  meal  was  hurriedly  prepared  and 
eaten,  and  sitting  down  in  the  cool  of 
the  saloon  with  pipes  aglow.  Grizzly 
Pete  and  his  two  companions  listened 
whilst  Cody  related  the  startling  series 
of  adventures  which  had  befallen  him 
since  his  visit  to  Lone  Camp. 

His  three  companions  proved  shrewd 
listeners,  and  as  he  came  to  a  finish 
Marshal  Fulton  spoke  out. 

It  s  clear  there’s  been  a  conspiracy 
to  destroy  you,  Cody,”  he  exclaimed. 

We  may  take  it  for  granted  Mephisto¬ 
phele  Joe  hasn’t  been  working  alone. 
Foi  instance,  the  suicide,  and  his  aston¬ 
ishing  likeness  to  the  murdered  miner  ” 

“Yes,”  replied  Cody.  “I  am  inclined 
to  think,  judging  by  the  resemblance 
between  the  two,  that  he  must  have 
slam  his  own  brother  in  the  mine,  and 
discovered  their  relationship  too  late. 
In  the  first  burst  of  remorse  he  hanged 
himself,  using  me  unwittingly  as  a  tool 
supposing,  no  doubt,  that  he  was  about 
to  be  hauled  to  the  surface  by  his  com¬ 
panion  in  crime,  Mephistophele  Joe.” 

“Still,  it’s  difficult  to  arrive  at  a 
satisfactory  explanation,”  put  in  Ned 
Ihor^.  should  Joe  spare 

Mr.  Cody’s  life— why  should  he  take 
the  trouble  to  remove  the  dead  miner 
as  well  as  the  nugget,  and  trust  to 
chance,  when  he  might,  by  a  stroke  of 
the  Iniite  have  put  an  abrupt  end  to 
our  friend’s  career?” 

Buffalo  Bill  smiled.  The  supposition 
had  also  occurred  to  him. 

“There  is  one  way,  perhaps,  of 
accounting  for  ,  that,"  he  remarked. 

Official  inquiries  would  have  been 
made,  and  as  our  spouts  are  not  desti- 
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tiite  of  common  sense  something  of  the 
truth  would  have  leaked  out.  The 
rascal  preferred  to  trust  to  chance. 
Indeed,  he  seems  to  have  made  his 
plans  witli  consummate  cunning — wit¬ 
ness  the  bushmaster  reptiles.  That 
kind  of  reptile  is  found  only  in  the 
vicinity  of  Dead  Centre  Valley,  in  the 
Cascade  Mountains,  and  in  British 
Guinana ;  nowhere  else.’’ 

‘‘You.  mean - ” 

“I  mean  that  the  specimens  we  have 
encountered  to-day  have  beeii  conveyed 
hither  for  a  purpose.  Believe  me,  the 
clue  to  the  mystery  will  be  found  in 
.  the  neighbourhood  of  Dead  Centre 
Valley.  I  am  going  there  to  investi¬ 
gate.  Mill  you  come,  too?” 

“I  rather  guess  we  will,  boss,”  re¬ 
sponded  Grizzly  Pete'  in  a  hurry.  “I 
reckon  you’ll  want  me.  I  know  the 
spot.” 

Ned  Thorpe  and  Marshal  Fulton 
also  gave  a  cordial  consent  to  Bulfalo 
Bill’s  proposal  to  visit  Dead  Centre 
Valley,  and  having  seen  to  the  pre¬ 
paredness  of  their  horses  and  other 
matters  necessary  to  the  journey  the 
four  men  set  out. 

CHAPTER  6. 

Attacked  by  Blackfeet. 

The  Dead  Centre  Valley  trail  led 
the  party  over  an  almost  inaccessible 
country  into  the  very  heart  of  the 
Cascade  Mountains.  The  journey  w^as 
tedious,  as  well  as  dangerous,  for  water 
was  scarce,  and  much  of  the  parched 
ground  was  little  better  than  a  stony 
wilderness. 

It  w'as  one  of  the  few  trails  which 
Buffalo  Bill  had  not  p'enetrated  before ; 
consequently,  the  presence  of  Grizzly 
Pete  w’as  fortunate. 

Early  on  the  second  day  the  trapper 
guide  ‘Struck  off  the  trail  and  took  a 
narrow  track  leading  over  the  moun¬ 
tains.  The  party  followed  this  for  a 
day  and  a  night,  w^hen  they  again  struck 
the  central  trail,  having  by  this  means 
saved  themselves  a  day’s  hard  riding, 
so  Pete  declared. 

That  Buffalo  Bill  had  not  erred  in 
supposing  that  the  clue  to  the  mystery 
of  Lone  Camp  w’ould  be  picked  up  in 
'Dead  Centra  Vidley  .was  soon  made 


manifest.  As  they  pressed  forw’ardr 
they  came  upon  unmistakable  signsi 
that  the  trail  had  not  long  since  beeni 
traversed  by  a  body  of  miners ;  butl 
what  excited  most  the  scout’s  interestt 
were  the  numerous  Indian  signs  w’hichi 
presently  appeared.  He  did  not,  how-* 
ever,  comment  on  the  fact  that  they* 
were  the  marks  of  a  party  of  Blackfeet.. 

Nevertheless,  he  followed  their  devi-j 
'  ous  course,  ill  at  ease.  He  felt  certain! 
that  the  miners  had  been  lured  from* 
Lone  Camp  in  some  way  to  ultimately! 
fall  victims  to  redskins  and  renegades j 
in  Dead  Centre  Valley. 

Apart  from  the  great  difficulties  of 
the  trail  itself  nothing  startling  hap¬ 
pened  until  the  fourth  day.  It  was 
w^ell  after  noon,  and  the  heat  had| 
become  terribly  trying  to  the  horses  as 
well  as  to  the  riders.  \ 

The  party  was  still  bounded  by  moun-| 
tains  on  every  side,  some  bare  and 
gaunt,  others  clad  in  verdant  bush  as 
well  as  a  variety  of  timber.  A  wide 
valley,  plentifully  wooded,  stretched! 
before  them,  whilst  beyond  rose  a  gentle 
slope,  which  confined  their  line  of 
vision  to  the  valley  itself. 

The  prospect  was  by  119  means  un-i 
pleasant,  yet  it  filled  lluffalo  Bill  with  1 
misgivings.  It  was  just  the  sort  of . 
country,  favourable  to  an  Indian  | 
attack;  ’ 

He  expressed  his  apprehensions  to 
Grizzly  Pete,  but  the  trapper  merely,  j 
laughed.  He  declared  that  he  knew  | 
every  inch  of  the  ground  he  w^as  follow’-  1 
ing,  and,  judging  by  the  clever  w^ay  he 
kept  his  small  party  to  the  shade  yet  1 
steadily  advanced  towards  the  distant  I 
rise,  the  boast  was  no  idle  one. 

Neither  Marshal  Fulton  nor  Dr. 
Thorpe  shared  Buffalo  Bill’s  fears,  and  I 
the  scout,  finding  his  suggestions  I 
ignored,  lapsed  into  silence.  But  he ! 
had  faith  in  his  own  opinions,  and  fell  I 
back  some  distance  to  the  rear  ow  ing  to 
the  greater  caution  he  exercised  in 
advancing. 

Thorpe  and  Fulton,  however,  wdth 
the  guide,  continued  to  press  eagerly 
ahead. 

Cody  w  as  separated  by  nearly  a'quiir- 
ter  of  a  mile  from  them  when  he 
abruptly  drew  rein  and  listened.  A 
faint  rustle  in  the  .wood  on  his  left  had 
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arrested  his  attention.  It  was  repeated 
very  faintly. 

Slipping  from  his  saddle  and  fasten¬ 
ing  his  horse  to  a  small  iron  wood  tree, 
he  strode  noiselessly  into  the  deep 
glade,  with  eyes  and  ears  keenly  on 
the  alert.  Five  minutes  passed;  then 
the  faint  rustling  noise  became  once 
more  audible. 

This  time  he  was  able  to  locate  it,  and 
moving  quickly^and  silently  in  the  direc¬ 
tion,  he  presently  observed  through  the 
foliage  ahead  the  befeathered  bonnet 
of  a  Blackfoot  Indian.  His  worst  fears 
were  confirmed,  for  the  Indian  was 
decked  in  the  war-paint  of  his  tribe. 

Buffalo  Bill  did  not  give  the  redskin 
a  chance  to  distinguish  him.  Turning, 
he  crept  back  stealthily,  and  mounting 
his  horse  moved  off  with  as  little  noise 
as  possible.  Satisfied  that  he  was  not 
being  followed,  he  increased  the  brute’s 
pace  to  a  gallop,  hoping  in  vain  that 
the  party  ahead  would  look  round,  that 
he  might  signal  to  them.  -They  were 
now  more  than  half  a  mile  in  front 
and  near  the  top  of  the  slope  before 
referred  to. 

Leaving  the  wood,  the  scout  took  to 
the  open,  for,  though  he  was  more 
exposed,  there  was  less  chance  of  falling 
into  an  ambuscade.  He  kept  a  sharp 
lookout  on  both  sides,  and  more  than 
once  fancied  he  could  detect  the  nod¬ 
ding  plumes  of  a  redskin.  Yet  he  could 
not  be  positive. 

His  party  disappeared  over  the  rise 
some  minutes  before  he  gained  the 
crest,  and  saw  beyond  a  long,  level 
stretch  of  country  covered  with  scrub 
and  coppice.  To  the  west  the  Cascade 
Mountains  rose  grand  and  gaunt  into 
the  sunlit  air. 

Spurring  down  the  incline,  Cody 
came  up  with  his  companions  as  they 
drew  rein  under  the  grateful  shade  of 
a  clump  of  tall,  majestic  redwoods. 
Grizzly  Pete  had  dismounted. 

‘‘  How  far  off  lies  Dead  Centre 
Valley?”  asked  Buffalo  Bill. 

“’Bout  twenty  miles,  boss.” 

“We  need  to  reach  it  soon,  then.” 

“^ere  ain’t  much  hurry.  Guess  we’ll 
go  into  camp  here  and  strike  Centre 
Valley  ’morrow  midday.” 

“That  won’t  do.  We  must  strike  it 
to-night.” 


This  was  said  in  a  tone  of  authority 
that  made  both  Fulton  and  Thorpe i 
glance  across  at  the  scout  in  surprise. 

“This  country  is  infested  with  Black-, 
feet.  We  run  a  terrible  risk  by  linger-i 
ing  here,”  Buffalo  Bill  added  hastily. 

“There  ain’t  no  Blackfeet  ’bout  this 
spot,  you  bet  yer  bottom  dollar,”  retor¬ 
ted  Grizzly  Pete,  with  an  angry  look; 
at  the  scout. 

“I  see  no  need  to  hurry,  Mr.  Cody,” 
put  in  Ned  Thorpe  coolly.  “The  horses 
are  done  up,  and  this  seems  a  likely 
camping  spot.  Grizzly  Pete  is  confi¬ 
dent  we  run  no  risk  of  an  encounter 
here  with  the  Blackfeet,  and  with  all 
due  respect  to  yourself  we  have  always 
found  our  guide  to  be  shrewd  as  well 
as  accurate  in  his  forecasts.” 

If  the  retort  was  intended  tO/ silence 
him,  Buffalo  Bill  ignored  its  purport. 

“Either  Grizzly  Pete  is  wilfully  per¬ 
verting  facts,  or  he’s  a  fool,  and  the 
quicker  he  cuts  himself  adrift  the 
better,”  he  retorted  w^armly. 

An  oath  broke  from  the  trapper, 
while  his  champion,  the  young  doctor, 
was  on  the  verge  of  making  an  angry 
reply,  when  Marshal  Fhilton  uttered  a 
quick  cry  of  alarm  and  drew"  the  gaze  of 
his  companions  to  the  crest  of  the 
gentle  rise  behind  them. 

A  mounted  redskin  had  drawn  up 
there ! 

The  moment  the  Indian  found  that 
his  presence  was  noted  he  uttered  the 
warcry  of  the  Blackfeet. 

“Quick!”  exclaimed  Buffalo  Bill. 
^^That  is  the  signal.  Our  hope  lies  in 
gaining  the  open.  They’ve  trapped 
us !” 

The  remark  seemed  only  too  true, 
for  on  all  sides  small  parties  of  the 
rnounted  Blackfeet  suddenly  sw"ept  into 
view.  The  scout  counted  a  couple  of 
dozen.  They  were  armed  with  toma¬ 
hawks  and  rifles,  but  apparently  their 
object  was  to  come  to  close  quarters, 
for  they  galloped  towards  the  white  meii 
without  attempting  to  fire. 

Buffalo  Bill’s  party,  though  taken  by 
surpiise,  quickly  rallied,  and  drawing 
their  revolvers  thundered  across  the 
scrub-dotted  plain. 

Ned  Thorpe  and  Marshal  Fulton, 
realising  that  Cody  had  been  right  and 
Grizzly  Pete  wrong,  now’  kept  dose  to, 
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the  former,  feeling  that  his  guidance 
was  far  more  reliable  at  this  juncture. 

•As  to  Grizzly  Pete,  he  got  some  dis¬ 
tance  in  advance  of  the  others,  and  he 
was  the* first  to  fall,  for,  in  trying*  to 
avoid  the  rush  of  a  solitary  redskin,  he 
made  an  unlucky  turn  and  galloped 
headlong  into  the  midst  of  half  a  dozen 
Blackfeet.  Their  weapons  flashed  in 
the  sunlight,  and  instantly  the  trapper 
was  seen  to  fall. 

‘‘Poor  fool!  he’s  paid  for  his  care¬ 
lessness  with  his  life,”  cried  Fulton. 

“  It’s  queer  he  never  fired  a  shot,” 
jreplied  the  scout. 

“Taken  by  surprise -  Hi,  Thorpe! 

’ware  that  red  brute!”  shouted  the 
marshal,  seeing  the  young  doctor  in 
peril  of  being  cut  down  from  behind  by 
one  of  a  party  of  Indians  who  had  burst 
from  the  cover  of  a  bush. 

Buffalo  Bill  took  aim  and  fired.  The 
redskin  reeled  from  his  pony,  shot 
through  the  heart. 

Ned  Thorpe  raised  a  hoarse  cheer. 

Poor  fellow !  It  was  the  last  he  ever 
.made,  for  a  couple  of  Blackfeet  had 
'ranged  their  fleet  ponies  alongside,  and 
in  spite  of  the  fire  of  both  the  scout 
and  Marshal  Fulton,  they  did  their 
deadly  work  with  ghastly  thoroughness. 

Almost  simultaneously  Fulton’s  arm 
I  was  struck  up,  and  the  next  moment  a 
jtomahawk  delivered  him  a  death-blow. 

His  assailant  did  not  go  unpunished. 

.  I  With  unerring  aim  Cody  brought  him 
down,  and  then,  seeing  that  he  alone 
remained  of  the  party,  he  adopted  as  a 
last  resource  a  ruse  which  fortunately 
saved  him. 

Riding  full-tilt  at  a  mass  of  trailing 
vines,  w’hich  no  animal  could  possibly 
get  through,  he  dropped  from  the 
saddle,  when  the  horse,  unable  to  pene¬ 
trate  further  and  already  entangled, 
began  to  frantically  rear.  With  rifle 
in  hand,  Buffalo  Bill  wriggled  under 
the  lowest  branches  and  abruptly 
plunged  into  the  waters  of  a  stream. 

A  few  strokes  brought  him  to  the 
opposite  side  of  the  stream,  where  he 
then  managed  to  secrete  himself  be¬ 
neath  a  network  of  wild  vine  roots. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  Blackfeet 
discovered  the  manner  of  his  escape.  , 
Search  parties  were  sent  into  the 
^stream  to  explore  every  nook  and 


cranny,  and  whilst  Buffalo  Bill  re¬ 
mained  in  a  state  of  anxious  suspense 
he  made  a  significant  discovery. 

Two  figures  pushed  through  a  gap  a 
little  further  down  the  opposite  bank. 
One  was  Red  Jacket,  tlie  Blackfoot 
chief,  and  in  friendly  converse  with  him 
was  Grjzzly  Pete,  the  trapper  and  false 
guide! 

CHAPTER  7. 

Buffalo  Bill’s  Capture  and  Escape. 

Several  days  of  suspense  passed. 
Though  Buffalo  Bill  managed  during 
that  period  to  elude  his  savage  foes,  he 
was  frequently  exposed  to  capture. 
Compelled  to  subsist  on  wild  roots,  to 
spare  his  ammunition,  his  lot  was  not 
an  easy  one.  He  meant,  at  all  hazards, 
to  reach  Dead  Centre  Valley,  aiid  by 
dint  of  painstaking  .search  he  finally 
struck  the  trail. 

At  length  the  scout  reached  one  of 
the  landmarks  which  he  had  heard 
Grizzly  Pete  declare  to  be  well  within 
tan  miles  of  the  valley  itself.  On  one 
side  rose  a  steep  series  of  bluffs  forming 
part  of  a  mormtain  range.  Here  he 
chanced  upon  a  mountain  goat,  and 
killing  it,  prepared  some  of  its  flesh 
over  a  small  fire  which  he  built  in  the 
hollowed  crest  of  a  small  bluff.  He  wavS 
well  screened  from  observation,  and  ate 
his  meal  with  a  feeling  of  security 
which  he  had  not  experienced  for  some 
time  past.  /  ^ 

Ocoasionally  Cody  would  stand  up 
and  take  a  long  and  searching  glance 
round.  He  had  no  desire  to  be  taken 
by  surprise,  yet  presently  something 
happened  wnich  did,  to  a  great  extent, 
throw  him  off  his  guard. 

Not  a  creature  was  in  siglht  when,  in 
the  very  act  of  reseating  himself,  he 
chanced  to  scan  the  frowning  range  of 
mountains  behind.  His  attention  was 
then  arrested  by  the  rapid  approach  of 
a  large  golden  eagle. 

Springing  to  his  feet  and  seizing  his 
rifle,  the  scout  stood  for  some  moments 
on  the  alert.  He  had  an  uneasy  feeling 
that  the  terrible  bird  of  prey  had  been 
disturbed  from  its  rocky  fastness  by 
Indians. 

Presently  he  was  surprised  to  see  how 
close  the  eagle  was  drawing.  It  never 
deviated  from  its  course  or  changed  its 
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position  except  to  drop  its  legs  slightly 
when  about  twenty  yards  off.  These  it 
quickly  drew  up  again,  and,  croaking 
horribly,  flashed  forward,  its  mighty 
wings  clipping  the  air,  and  its  frightful  . 
beak  extended  to  attack. 

With  incredible  speed  Buffalo  Bill 
threw  up  his  rifle  as  a  guard,  and  struck 
the  fierce  bird  of  prey  a,s  it  passed  above 
him  with  the  rush  of  half  a  dozen 
rockets. 

The  force  of  its  onrush  made  him 
etagger,  but  he  quickly  recovered  him¬ 
self,  and,  facing  round,  saw  that  the 
golden  eagle  had  likewise  turned,  and 
was  preparing  to  renew  the  attack.  In 
an  instant  his  rifle  went  up  to  his  shoul¬ 
der — crack !  crack ! 

The  eagle  gave  a  hoarse  scream  as  it 
struck  the  side  of  the  butte  and,  strug¬ 
gling  frantically,  rolled  to  the  bottom. 

Buffalo  Bill  scrambled  down  and 
clubbed  the  formidable  creature  to 
death,  when  he  was  suddenly  startled 
by  the  appearance  of  five  Black- 
feet  warriors  mounted  on  fleet  ponies. 
Before  he  could  recover  from  his  sur¬ 
prise  they  surrounded  him. 

‘‘What  does  the  paleface  seek  here?” 
dema,nded  the  leader  sharply. 

For  one  brief  moment  Cody  was  at  a 
loss  to  reply.  He  glanced  from  the 
dead  bird  at  his  feet  to  his  formidaible 
interrogator. 

“Looking  for  game,”  he  hazarded. 

Though  he  did  not  appear  to  attach 
any  importance  to  this  reply,  he  never¬ 
theless  carefully  watched  its  effect  upon 
his  questioner. 

The  Blackfoot  regarded  him  quietly. 

“My  paleface  brother  is  a  great 
scout  and  hunter,”  he  observed. 

Buffalo  Bill  with  difficulty  checked  a 
start  of  surprise,  for  he  had  hoped  that 
his  tattered  and  toil-torn  appearance 
would  have  served  to  disguise’  him. 
Feeling,  that  the  moment  was  critical, 
he  determined  to  hasten*  the  climax. 

“Nay,  my  redskin  brother  does  the 
paleface  too  much  honour,”  he  re¬ 
marked.  “He  used  to  be  a  scout,  but 
he  is  a  seeker  after  gold  now.” 

Here  two  of  the  Blackfeet  interposed, 
speaking  in  their  own  tongue  to  the 
leader  for  two  or  three  minutes. 

Buffalo  Bill,  understanding  every 
V’ord  that  passed,  knew  that  a  trap 
was  being  laid  for  him.  Consequently, 


when  their  leader  demanded  of  him 
whence  he  had  come,  he  was  prepared 
for  what  followed. 

He  declared  that  he  was  one  of  the 
Lone  Camp  miners,  now  seeking  gold  in 
Dead  Centre  Valley,  adding  that  he 
had  quitted  the  camp  that  morning  to 
obtain  a  supply  of  flesh  for  himself  and 
companions. 

•  What  Cbdy  had  already  overheard 
conviineed  him  that  his  suspicions  w^ere 
well  founded — that  the  settlers  of  Lone 
Camp  were  indeed  working  in  Dead 
Centre  Valley. 

The  Blackfoot  put  one  br  tw^o  more 
questions,  which  the  scout  answ’ered 
judiciously,  doing  much  to  lessen  his 
interrogator’s  suspicion  of  the  truth. 

“  Would  my  paleface  brother  like  to 
see  the  mighty  warrior.  Red 'Jacket?” 
asked  the  chief,  with  a  slight  curl  of  his 
thin  lips. 

“  Red  J acket  is  not  the  friend  of  the 
paleface',”  retorted  Buffalo  Bill.  “Let 
my  red  brother  beware,  for  the  pale¬ 
faces  are  strong.” 

Evidently  the  veiled  threat  did  not 
take  the  Indians  by  sui'prise,  and  there¬ 
by  Cody  was  able  to  tell  that  he  had 
thus  far  suiccessfully  hoodwinked  his 
captors — for  a  captive  he  really  was. 

“Red  Jacket  would  see  the  paleface 
hunter,”  continued  the  Blackfoot 
stolidly. 

He  signed  to  his  fellow-warriors,  who 
formed  in  Indian  file,  and  ordering  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill  to'  deliver  up  his  rifle,  bade  him 
walk  alon^  at  his  side.  The  scout  had 
no  option  but  to  comply.  Nevertheless 
his  mind  was  not  inactive. 

Their  progress  was  necessarily  slow, 
and  after  nearly  a  couple  of  miles  had 
been  covered  one  of  the  warriors  in  the 
rear  espied  a  couple  of  white-tailed  deer 
behind  a  ridge  of  timber  about  a  mile 
away  to  the  right.  His  quick  exclama¬ 
tion  brought  the  rest  to  a  halt. 

Buffalo’  Bill  saw  his  opportunity)  and 
seized  it.  The  chief  Blackfoot  had  his 
head  turned  iii  the  direction  pointed 
out  by  his  Warrior.  The  reins  were 
hanging  loose  in  his  left  hand,  while  in 
his  right  he  clutched  his  gun.  The 
scout’s  own  rifle  had  been  passed  to 
one  of  the  warriore  in  the  rear. 

Swiftly  he  seized  the  redskin  by  one 
of  his  leggings,  and  ere  a  cry  could 
escape  his  lips  the  Blackfoot  was  lying 
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hijddled  up  on  tho  ground  and  Buffalo 
Bill  astride  the  pony. 

A  fierce  yell  burst*  from  the  unhorsed 
leader,  causing  his  warriors  to  face 
aibout  and  in  amazement  grasp  the 
situation . 

Buffalo  Bill  had  already  taken  to 
flight. 

The  yell  was  repeated  by  the  four 
Blackfeet,  who,  regardless  of  the  un¬ 
horsed  chief,  dashed  away  in  pursuit, 
firing  their  guns  as  they  flew  along  like 
the  wind. 

The  ponies  seemed  well  matched,  and 
for  a  time  neither  the  fugitive  not  the 
pursuers  gained  perceptibly.  But  pre¬ 
sently  the  scout’s  snperiqp"  weight  told 
on  his  mount.  Tlie  Blackfeet  were 
coming  up  hand  over  hand. 

Cody  urged  the  pony  on  at  topmost 
speed,  but  it  was  clear  the  plucky  little 
brute  was  fast  losing  ground.  The 
pursuers’  yells  gre\A5  louder  every 
minute.  A  ball  whizzed  by,  then 
another,  and  another.  * 

Whipping  out  his  revolver,  the  scout 
turned  about  and  fired  at  his  pursuers. 

One  of  the  shots  took  effect,  though 
hot  fatally.  The  remaining  three:  war¬ 
riors  came  on,  uttering  their  terrible 
war-cry,  which  suddenly,  to  Buffalo 
Bill’s  consternation,  was  caught  up 
from  a  ix)int  some  distance  ahead.  He 
glanced  hurriedly  in  the  direction,  and 
perceived  a  party  of  six  masked  men, 
>w’ell  mounted,  thundering,  dowm  upon 
him. 

“Death  to  the  spy!”  they  yelled. 

Tliey,  at  any  rate,  had  penetrated  his 
disguise.  Who  were  they.^  The  ques¬ 
tion  forced  itself  upon  him  even  w’hile 
he  looked  about  for  some  means  of 
escape. 

As  the  masked  riders  drew  near  they 
spread  out,  thus  cutting  off  Buffalo 
Biirs  last  chance.  Their  Blackfeet 
allies  were  now  close  upon  him.  He 
, could  distinctly  hear  their  heavy 
} breathing  and  the  clatter  of  their 
.w^eapons  as  they  strained  every  muscle 
land  nerve  to  run  him  down.  It  looked 
as  if  they  were  about  to  succeed,  for  his 
pony  betrayed  unmistakable  signs  of 
giving  out. 

Guiding  the  poor  little  brute  as  well 
las  he  could  for  a  gap  in  the  approaching 
[line  ahead,  the  scout  bent  forw’ard,  and 
nvith  his  loaded  revolver  in  one  hand, 


prepared  to  sell  his  life  dearly.  He  had 
but  six  shots  to  rely  upon,  for  it  was 
im'jx)ssible  to  reload  at  the  pace  he  w  as 
travelling.  These  shots  he  did  not 
intend  to  waste. 

Cody’s  fate  would  be  decided  in  less 
than  a  minute.  On  all  sides  his  enemies 
hemmed  him  in.  The  Blackfeet  were 
scarcely  thirty  paces  behind,  while 
about  double  that  distance  separated 
him  from  the  masked  men  ahead. 

As  one  of  the  latter  dashed  tow’ards 
him  a  new  idea  came  to  the  scout. . 
Gripping  his  revolver  tightly,  he  sud¬ 
denly  wheeled  his  tottering  pony  to  the 
man’s  side. 

Crack !  crack  ?  came  tw’o  reports  from 
the  surprised  miscreant’s  revolver. 

The  bullets  missed  their  object,  how-- 
ever,  and  next  instant  Buffalo  Bill 
sprang  from  the  back  of  his  exhausted 
pony  on  to  the  horse  of  his  foe. 

The  man  uttered  a  cry  of  fear  and 
surprise,  instantly  checked  when  he 
received  a  stinging  blow  from  the  butt- 
end  of  the  scout’s  own  revolver.  He 
lurched  heavily,  and  a  sharp  push  sent 
him  flying  from  the  saddle. 

Meantime  the  horse  had  continued  its  ‘ 
headlong  pace,  and  a  moment  later  it 
broke  through  the  startled  Blackfeet. 

Buffalo  Bill  seized  the  reins  and 
wheeled  the  brute  off  at  right  angles  to 
the  direction  taken  by  his  pursuers. 

Half  a  minute  elapsed  ere  they  re¬ 
covered  from  their  astonishment  at  the 
daring  ruse  of  their  intended  victim. 
The  pause  enabled  the  scout  to  secure  a 
good  lead. 

A  glance  back,  how^ever,  show’ed  him 
that  they  had  again  started  in  pursuit. 
He  increased  the  animal’s  pace.  For¬ 
tune  at  last  seemed  to  favour  him ;  his 
mount  was  a  pow'erful  brute  and  fresh. 

Skirting  an  imposing  forest  of  red¬ 
woods*,  he  aU  at  once  caught  sight  of  an 
object  which  filled  him  wdth  fresh  lioi>e. 
Slowing  dowm,  he  examined  the  groutid 
hurriedly,  and  not  without  a  certain 
degree  of  anxiety. 

Cody  was  not  mistaken.  The  signs 
he  distinguished  w'ere  the  visible  tokens 
of  a' party  of  Pai-Ute  Indians.  No 
doubt  they  were  in  strong  force,  and 
probably  on  the  warpath  against  their 
inveterate  foes,  the  Blackfeet. 

As  well  as  he  could  he  followed  their 
trail.  This  was  anything  but  easy,  for 
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his  piursuers  soon  flashed  round  the 
bend  behind,  and  tliundered  along  wirh 
jubilant  yells  to  find  that  he  was  nearer 
to  them  than  they  had  dared  to  hope. 

The  fact  surprised  and  startled  Buf¬ 
falo  Bill,  who  immediately  put  his 
mount  at  top  speed. 

Many  miles  were  covered  in  this  way, 
and  the  fugitive  almost  felt  himself  on 
the  point  of  collapse  when  he  suddenly 
heard  a  sound  that  made  his  neart  k  ap 
—the  war-cry  of  the  Pai-Utes!  He 
had  heard  it  many  a  time  before,  when 
its  kneiU  was  not  sweet,  but  ominous. 

A  feiw  moments  later,  riding  at  full 
gallop  out  of  a  pleasant  glade  ahead, 
came  a  body  of  Pai-Ute  Indians,  any- 
w'here  between  forty  and  fifty  strong. 

They  had  descried  the  chase  from 
afar,  and  sighting  amongst  the  pur¬ 
suers  their  ancient  foes,  the  Blackfeet, 
were  sweeping  along  like  a  mighty  bil¬ 
low  to  engulf  them. 

Instinctively  Buffalo  Bill  glanced 
round  and  beheld  his  enemies  turn  tail 
and  flee  for  their  lives.  He  was  quiclily 
surrounded  by  the  Pai-Utes,  who  as 
quickly  recognised  him  when  he  called 
to  Spotted  Tail. 

As  he  came  up,  the  chief  looked  some¬ 
what  askancq,  but  the  scout  soon  put 
him  at  his  ease. 

my  red  brother  smoke  the  pipe 
of  peace?’’  he  asked,  •.oiming  abruptly 
to  the  points 

“Does  the  great  paleface  warrior  flee 
from  his  foes  ?” 

“  Yes.  He  is  quite  alone  and  they 
are  many.” 

“The  paleface  warrior  speaks  truly,” 
admitted  Spotted  Tail.  “He  has  fled 
from  the  Dead  Centre  Valley  Band. 
They  are  as  the  sand  of  the  great  river 
• — bad  white,  men  and  Blackfeet.” 

Weak  though  he  was,  and  longing  for 
rest,  Buffalo  Bill  felt  that  the  present 
^  was  a  favourable  opportunity  to  claim 
assistance  from  this  powerful  chief  to 
disperse  the  Dead  Centre  Valley  Band 
and  effect  a  junction  with  the  Lone 
Camp  miners,  whom  he  now  knew  to  be 
working  in  the  valley  in  blissful  ignor¬ 
ance  of  the  terrible  risk  they  ran. 
Hurriedly,  therefore,  he  explained 
matters  and  asked  for  aid. 

Spotted  Tail  called  a  council  of  his 
braves,  and  they  unanimously  agre^  to 
assist  him. 


It  was  arranged  that  Buffalo  Bill 
should  first  accompany  Spotted  Tail  to 
the  Pai-Ute  camp,  so  that  full  prepa^'a- 
tions  might  be  made  for  the  exjiedition, 
which  was  not  likely  to  be  an  easy  one. 


.  CHAPTER  8. 

The  Battle  of  Dead  Centre  Valley.— 
The  Mystery  Solved. 

Two  nights  later  Spotted  Tail,  with 
one  hundred  tried  braves,  moved  out 
from  the  Pai-Ute  camp  with  Buffalo 
Bill. 

Unfortunately,  it  was  a  brilliant, 
moonlit  night,  and  as  calm  as  it  was 
clear — circumstances  which,  however 
helpful  in  themselves,  hardly  allowed 
of  a  surprise  attack.  Nearly  half  the 
force  was  armed  with  rifles,  old- 
fashioned  but  fairly  serviceable,  the 
lemainder  bearing  poisoned  arrows-, 
and  all  carrying  tomahawks  and  scalp¬ 
ing-knives. 

Buffalo  Bill  relied  upon  his  brace  of 
revolvers  and  hunting-knife.  As  he 
rode  along  beside  Shotted  Tail  he  could 
not  help  reflecting  on  the  strange 
'  irony  of  fate  which  had  placed  him  in 
friendly  league  with  these  bloodthirsty 
warriors,  when  but  a  short  while  before 
he  had  been  pitted  against  them. 

•  _  ^  was  not  so  very  san¬ 

guine  of  success,  for  late  in  the  after¬ 
noon  several  Pai-Ute  scouts  had  come 
in  saying  that  the  Blackfeet  and  the 
masked  marauders  had  taken  the  Dead 
Centre  Valley  trail  and  meant  mischief. 
I  he  scouts  declared  that  the  amalga¬ 
mated  force  mustered  slightly  over  fifty 
men,  all  well  armed  with  rifles  as  well 
as  the  usual  native  weapons.  They 
were  evidently  bent  on  exterminating 
fne  Lone  Camp  miners,  who  probably 
at  the  most  numbered  thirty. 

The  m^n  was  getting  weU  np  when 
Spotted  Tail  s  warriors  deployed  into 
an  open  plain,  bounded  in  the  distance 
by  steep  mountains.  Presently,  as  thev 
drew  near  the  frowning  pass  ahead, 
they  formed  into  two  separate  bodies 
and  by  degrees  into  Indian  file. 

By  and  by  the  whole  force  came  to 
a  halt  in  the  deep,  dark  shadow  of  the 
mountain-pass. 

“Is  my  paleface  brother  readv^^” 
whispered  Spotted  Tad,  who  d'is- 
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mounted  and  passed  liis  pony  to  the 
keeping  of  a  young  buck. 

“  Ready,  ay,  ready !  replied  the 
scout  with  suppressed  excitement. 

‘^The  bucks  stay  here,’’  continued  the 
Pai-Ute  chieftain.  ^‘They  keep  the 
ponies  and  the  warriors  take  the  moc¬ 
casin  trail-” 

^‘How  many?”  whispered  Buffalo 
Bill. 

“Seventy  full  warriors.  Before  an¬ 
other  moon  they  will  wear  the  scalps  of 
the  Blackfeet  dogs,” 

The  chief,  fully  armed,  and  keenly 
on  the  alert,  stepped  into  the  moonlit 
pass.  He  was  followed  by  Buffalo  Bill 
and  two  separate  lines  of  warriors  in 
Indian  file.  Not  a  word  was  spoken, 
not  a  sound  was  made.  In  grim  and 
ghostly  silence  the  band  pressed  on¬ 
wards. 

In*  ten  minutes  the  Pai-Utes  emerged 
through  the  further  end  -into  what 
looked  like  a  vast,  bush-covered  amphi¬ 
theatre  surrounded  by  precipitous, walls 
thousands  of  feet  high.  In  the  very 
centre  of  the  plain,  or  valley,  the 
ground  rose  roughly  into  the  form  of 
a  small  mound,  divided  by  a  swift 
stream.  Little  gleams  of  fire  and  the 
dim  outlines  of  a  few  shanties  were 
visible. 

“The  miners  of  Lone  Camp,”  mut¬ 
tered  the  scout  under  his  breath. 

Low  as  his  words  were,  the  Pai-Ute 
chieftain  overheard.  ' 

“  Does  the  paleface  see  nothing 
more?”  he  whispered- 

“ I  see  the  fires.” 

“But  the  Blackfeet.  Look!  the 
Blackfeet  and  the  bad  paleface  band !  ” 
cried  Spotted  Tail  hoarsely. 

A  thin,  dark  line  seemed  to  be  moving 
on  and  upwards  round  the  miners’ 
camp.  Yet  all  seemed  strangely  still 
and  silent. 

Buffalo  Bill’s  blood  tingled,  and  he' 
caught  his  breath  in  suspense.  He  saw 
the  marauders  now  quite  plainly,  and 
something  else  as  well.  A  second  line 
was  creeping  round,  converging  on  the 
first.  Here  and  there  he  could  detect 
the  glint  of  steel  in  the  moonlight.^ 

Clearly  the  Pai-XJtes  had  lost  no  time. 

Spotted  Tail  had  moved  on,  and  Cody 
was  left  alone.  Dropping  on  to  hands 
and  knees,  he  crawled  forward,  keeping 


close  to  the  stream,  since  it  would  lead : 
him  straight  into  the  heart  of  the  sleep- 1 
ing  camp. 

He  stood  up  in  the  shadow  of  a  thick  | 
bush  and  glanced  around.  The  maraud-* 
ing  band  of  wdiite  and  red  men  w^erei 
near  the  top  of  the  rise  where  the  fires  = 
gleamed  fitfully,  and  where  all  was  still  | 
and  quiet.  A  considerable  distance* 
separated  the  Pai-Utes  from  their  z 
enemies. 

In  the  hope  of  warning  the  miners  J 
Buffalo  Bill  uttered  one  long,  wdld : 
shout.  For  a  moment  it  alone  disturbed  : 
the  silence.  The  Pai-Utes  wisely  kepti 
quiet,  for  they  had  not  yet  completely  f 
encircled  their  foes ;  but  the  latter, 
alarmed  by  the  shrill  note^  and  suppo^-4 
ing  it  came  from  the  miners,  who  must : 
have  discovered  their  advance,  gave  ( 
forth,  after  a  momentary  pause,  their ' 
fearful  war-cry. 

Buffalo  Bill’s  object  w^as  attained,  for~ 
that  terrible  yell  effectually  aroused  the> 
sleeping  camp.  The  men  dashed  hither 
and  thither,  as  yet  scarcely  realising  ^ 
the  full  extent  of  their  danger.  But 
they  were  not  left  long  in  ignorance.  A  ■ 
withering  volley  was  poured  in  upon  ( 
them  from  all  sides. 

Confident  of  victory,  The  marauders - 
now  tihrew  aside  all  disguise  and  poured : 
over  the  top  of  the  rise,  slashing  and" 
firing  as  they  pressed  round  the  startled : 
and  desperate  miners.  The  latter - 
fought  stubbornly.  Many  fell,  but: 
their  comrades  stemmed  the  enemy’s  i 
rush. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  the  strife, 
the  shrill  war-cry  of  the  Pai-Utes  filled: 
the  air- 

The  Blackfeet  and  their  allies  paused- 
in  their  fierce  onslaught,  thereby  offer.- ♦ 
ing  the  miners  an  opportunity  w^hich: 
they  were  not  slow  to  seize.  They  made; 
a  uniform  rush  at  the  irresolute  foe. 

For  some  tiioments  the  struggle  was| 
doubtful;  then  the  marauders  were: 
beaten  back.  Simultaneously,  the  Pai-f 
Utes  sprang  into  view%  and  with  an-- 
other  fierce  cry  stormed  up  the  mound, 
down  which  the  panic-stricken  Black-* 
feet  and  their  paleface  allies  w^ere  nowf 
racing  for  their  lives. 

No  quarter  was  given.  The  Pai-Utes : 
fought  like  fiends  incarnate.  They  com-* 
pletely  surrounded  their  foes,  who,: 
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realising  that  their  only  ehance  lay  in 
securing  the  shelter  of  the  camp  above, 
strove  frantically  to  get  back  there. 

The  yells  and  war-cries  of  the  oppos¬ 
ing  parties,  accompanied  by  the  rattle 
of  musketry,  created  a  veritable  pan¬ 
demonium. 

Thus  the  struggle  continued  for  the 
space  of  ten  minutes  or  more,  when  it 
became  evident  that  not  only  the  Black- 
feet,  but  their  masked  allies  also,  were 
all  but  exterminated. 

A  wild  fear  now  began  to  take  posses¬ 
sion  of  Buffalo  Bill.  He  saw  that  the 
Pai-Utes  were  flushed  with  victory — 
the  awful  lust  for  blood  had  seized 
them.  Would  they  attack  the  miners? 
The  danger  was  imminent,  because  the 
latter,  not  knowing  they  were  friends, 
began  to  fire  upon  them,  as  they  had 
fired  upon  the  Blackfeet 

“Lfct  Spotted  Tail  call  off  his  braves,’’ 
cried  Buffalo  Bilh  hoarsely,  coming  up 
to  the  Pai-Ute  chieftain.  Call  them 
off  at  once,”  he  repeated,  and  then  he 
shouted  a  warning  intended  for  the 
miners. 

^‘If  you  value  your  lives,  boys,  don’t 
fire!”  he  cried  earnestly.  ^^You  are 
surrounded  by  friendly  Pai-Utes,  under 
Spotted  Tail.  The  Blackfeet  are  exter¬ 
minated.” 

“We  take  yer  word,  Buffalo  Bill,” 
said  a  man  who  had  apparently 
assumed  the  leadership.  “Drop  them 
guns,  pards.  Mr.  Cody  ain’t  no 
renegade  I ” 

“  Curse  him,  he  shall  die !  ”  growled 
one  of  the  masked  ruffians  lying 
wounded  on  the  ground. 

He  discharged  his  revolver  point- 
blank  at  the  scout,  but  by  a  swift  move¬ 
ment  the  latter  eluded  the  bullet. 

Instantly  two  or  three  Lone  Camp 
men  seized  the  miscreant  and  tore  off 


the  heavy  mask  hiding  his  face.  Some¬ 
one  had  kindled  the  smouldering 
embers  of  one  of  the  fires  into  flame, 
and  the  red  glare  lit  up  the  features 
of  the  man. 

The  amazement  of  the  onlookers  was 
too  great  for  words.  They  stared  at 
the  ruffian  in  silence,  for  he  was  none 
other  than  Grizzly  Pete,  the  trapper. 
His  features  were  distorted  by  pain, 
and  it  was  apparent  to  all  that  his  end 
was  fast  approaching,  yet  as  he  gazed 
back  at  them  his  mouth  curled  mock¬ 
ingly. 

“  it’s  real  good  ter  watch  yer  all^”  he 
faltered.  “Guess  it  ain’t 'much  ’count 
now  if  I  lets  yer  know  how  I  shaped 
yer  course.  Mebbe  yer’ 11  be  kind  o’ 
glad  ter  learn  it  war  me  what  was 
captain  o’  ther  Dead  Centre  Valley 
Band.  Mephistophele  Joe  was  my  lieu¬ 
tenant. 

“Waal,  pards,  things  got  a  bit  too 
warm  on  the  Diamond  Trail,  so  Mephis¬ 
tophele  he  tuk  shelter  in  the  Grant’s 
Pass  madhouse.  A  cute  boy  he  was, 
and  no  error.  We  lies  low  till  Red 
Jacket  finds  gold  in  Dead  Centre 
Valley.  ‘  Keep  it  quiet,  Red,’  says  I, 
and  that  blithering  varmint  he  was  as 
close  as  death.  P’r’aps  yer  remember 
I  struck  inter  Lone  Camp  one  night 
and  yarned  about  piles  o’  gold  lying 
loose  in  this  cursed  part.  Guess  I  tuk 
yer  fer  innercents,  but  I’ll  be  blowed 
if  yer  didn’t  all  kwallow  it  a  deal  sight 
faster  than  what  I  thought. 

“  Seein’  how  yer  was  mad  fer  that 
gold,  I  whips  out  o’  camp  and  fixes  up 
Mephistophele  Joe.  We  rigs  up  a  plan, 
and  the  hour  yer  dad-blistered  fools 
cleared  out  o’  Lone  Camp  Joe  and 
Slimey  Jim  leads  the  Dead  Centre 
Valley  Band  in.  Didn’t  they  jest  make 
a  haul !  ” 
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Lynch  him  I  Lynch  the  thief !  ” 
broke  in  several  voices  at  this. 

A  mocking  smile  flitted  over  the 
trapper’s  features. 

“Reckon  it  won’t  pay  yer  ter  lynch 
me,”  he  replied.  “Guess  I  can  set  yer 
atop  o’  that  gold  if  I  like.  It  ain’t  in 
Lone  Camp  now — ask  that  cursed  spy 
Buffalo  Bill.  I  jest  calculate  it  war 
a  kind  o’  chance  he  come  out  alive. 
It  warn’t  his  fault  Mephistophele  Joe 
didn’t  knife  him,  fer  he  jest  got  hold 
o’  two  fine  bushmasters ;  but  the  durned 
fool  got  bit  hisself.  » 

“Yer’ve  played  top-hand,  I  reckon, 
pard,”  he  w^ent  on,  addressing  his  re¬ 
marks  to  Buffalo  Bill.  “Real  fiend’s 
luck  yer’ve  had,  or  yer  wouldn’t  have 
slipj^d  through  Grizzly  Pete’s  fingers 
getting  on  a  week  ago.  We  guessed 
yer’d  warn  these  mutton  -  headed 
miners,  and  we  jest  slipped  inter  them 
this  bl armed  night ;  but  yer’ve  come 
out  top,  and  I  ’bout  reckon  the  Dead 
Centre  Valley  Band’s  gone  up  the 
flume.’ ’ 

“  The  gold  !  Where  is  the  gold  ?  ”  de¬ 
manded  half  a  score  of  voices,  pressing 
threateningly  round  the  dying  wretch. 

“Guess  yer’ll  have  ter  find  it,  pards,” 
was  his  cool  rejoinder. 

A  fierce  murmuring  proceeded  from 
the  crowd.  With  difficulty  Buffalo  Bill 
kept  them  from  laying  violent  hands 
on  the  renegade. 

“  Where  is  the  gold  belonging  to  these 
men — where  is  it  hidden?”  the  scout 
persisted. 

“Find  out,  yer  blarmed  spy!” 
snapped  the  rascal. 

A  number  of  the  miners  savagely 
surged  forward  as  Grizzly  Pete  thus 
defied  them  to  do  their  worst. 

“  Steady,  boys  ;  take  care  —  he’s 
dying!”  Buffalo  Bill  cried. 

But  his  voice  was  drowned  in  the 
terrific  uproar  w^hich  instantly  followed 
the  trapper’s  retort. 

Next  instant  the- scout  w'as  brushed 
aside  by  the  enraged  miners,  w^ho  fell 
upon  Grizzly  Pete. 

At  the  first  onslaught  the  rogue 
uttered  a  terrified  cry,  but  it  was  his 
last.  A  few  terrible  kicks  and  blow^s 
from  th^  infuriated  men’s  rifle-butts 
brought  about  the  end  to  w'hich  the 
trapper  had  been  already  doomed. 


It  took  Buffalo  Bill  some  time  to 
restore  tbe  enraged  and  desperate  luen 
of  Lone  Camp  to  something  approach¬ 
ing  order. 

Day  broke  and  disclosed  dreadful 
scenes,  for  the  Pai-Utes  had  scalped  the 
foes  they  had  slain. 

A  dozen  white  desperadoes  and  forty- 
five  Blackfeet,  including  Red  Jacket, 
had  perished. 

Not  one  of  the  Dead  Centre  Valley 
Band  had  escaped. 

But  the  Pai-Utes  had  suffered  a  good 
deal,  too. 

Spotted  Tail  had  lost  a  score  of  his 
fierce  warriors  by  death,  while  the  same 
grim  enemy  had  claimed  no  fewer  than 
eleven  of  the  Lone  Cam.p  miners. 

The  valley  was,  indeed,  rich  in  gold, 
and  many  valuable  claims  had  already 
yielded  a  considerable  fortune  to  their 
lucky  owners.  It  was  this  gold  which 
had  tempted  the  marauding  band. 
That  the  miscreants  already  had  ample 
w'as  proved  when  the  miners,  on  their 
way  back  to  Lone  Camp  accompanied 
by  Spotted  Tail  and  his  Pai-Utes, 
chanced  by  accident  to  come  upon  the 
robbers’  stronghold  in  tlie  mountains. 

Thus  it  happened  that  the  survivors 
of  Lone  Camp  returned  to  that  settle¬ 
ment  laden  with  considerably  more  of 
the  precious  metal  than  they  had  been 
deprived  of. 

Buffalo  Bill  saw  to  it  that  the  Pai- 
Utes  were  w^ell  paid  for  the  services 
they  had  rendered.  Instead  of  gold 
they  were  given  a  large  quantity  of 
stores  and  gaudy  wearing  apparel- 
articles  dear  to  the  redskin’s  heart,  and 
usually  unprocurable  by  him  in  his 
primitive  surroundings. 

THE  END. 
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379.  The  Cross-Eyed  Detective 

380.  Renegade  or  Rancher  ? 

381.  Buffalo  Bill  Besieged 

382.  The  Mystery  of  Fort  Rane 

383.  Trailed  by  Three 

384.  Hawkeye,  the  Hunter 

385.  The  Blackfoot  Spy 

386.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Ordeal 

387.  The  White  Queen  of  the  Mandans 

388.  Mustang  Merle,  the  Boy  Rancher 

389.  Buffalo  Bill  and  the  Blue  Dwarfs 


Of  all  Newsagents,  price  4d.  each,  or  post  free 
from  the  address  below,  6d,  each. 


Of  all  Newsagents,  price  2d.  each,  or  post  free 
from  the  address  below,  2}^d,  each. 


THE  ALDINE  PUBLISHING  COMPANY,  Limited, 

Crown  Court,  Chancery  Lane,  London,  \V.C.2.  ’ 
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BOYS  !  Be  Builders  with 

iVlECCANO 

ENGINEERING  FOR  BQYS 

The  reason  why  you  can  build  such  wonderful  models  as  this 
Revolving  Crane  with  Meccano  is  that  every  part  is  a  real  en¬ 
gineering  piece — each  perfectly  designed  and  accurately  made.  You 
never  come  to  the  end  of  Meccano  fun. 

Full  Instructions. — A  big,  illustrated  Book  of  Instructions  goes 
with  each  Outfit,  making  everything  perfectly  clear.  No  study  is 
necessary  to  build  even  the  most  intricate  model. 

Meccano  Radio  Crystal  Receiving  Set 

Suitable  for  receiving  telephony  and  Morse  signals  on  a  wave  length  of 
approximately  450  metres. 

This  is  the  latest  Meccano  triumph.  Send  for  full  particulars. 

FREE  TO  BOYS !  A  Splendid  New  Meccano  Book. 

This  is  a  new  and  splendidly  illustrated  book,  telling  of  all  the  good 
things  which  come  from  Meccaiiolaiid,  where  the  best  boys’  toys  are 
manufactured.  No  boy  should  be  without  this  wonderful  book. 

How  to  Get  a  Free  Copy.  Justshow  this  advertisement  to  three 

chums  and  send  us  their  names  and 
addresses  with  your  own.  Put 
No.  66  after  your  name  for 
reference.  Write  to-day. 


Grand 
£250  Prize 
Competition 

Tills  Competi¬ 
tion  brln^  golden 
opportunities  to 
brainy  inventive 
boys.  Write  us 
for  full  particulars 
or  ask  your  dealer 
for  an  entry 
form. 

Meooano  Ltd 
Binns  Road 
Liverpool 


Qutf its  from 
5/-  to 
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Working 
Model  of 
Revolv* 
ing  Crane 
built  with 
Meccano. 
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